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Rf HE public, or thoſe who had not oc- 
caſion to be acquainted with the author 
of the following poems, may perhaps 


deſire to know ſomething more of him than his 


name. 


To gratify this reaſonable curioſity, it is pro- 
per the reader ſhould know that WILLIAM 
HaMiLToN of Bangour, Eſq; was a gentleman 
of an opulent fortune, and of an antient and 
honourable family. 


HE was born in 1704, and had all the adyan- 
tages of a liberal and polite education. His 
taſte, like his ſtudies, was unconfined, but his 
peculiar genius for poetry appeared at an early 
time of life. It was improved by a lively ima- 


gination , 


* 
gination, an exquiſite delicacy of ſentiment, an 


extenſive acquaintance with the Belles Lettres, 


and a thorough knowledge of the world. 


As he wrote entirely for his own amuſement, 
and that of his particular friends, few, if any, 
of his pieces were prepared for the preſs by 
himſelf. A Collection of ſeveral of them was 
firſt publiſned at Glaſgow in 1748 (and after- 
wards reprinted) not only without his name, 
but without his conſent, and even without his 
knowledge. He was then abroad, and it was 
hoped the appearance of that colleftion would 
have drawn from him a more perfect edition. 
But tho? after his return, he corrected many er- 
rors of the Glaſgow copy, occaſioned by the in- 
advertency of tranſcribers, and conſiderably en- 
larged ſome of the poems, he did not live to 
make a new and compleat publication. The 


improvements he made, are, however, carefully 


inſerted in the preſent poſthumous edition, with 
| the 


V 


the addition of a great many valuable pieces 


taken from his own original manuſcripts. 


MR. HaMiLTON poſſeſſed the ſocial virtues in 
an eminent degree. His writings breathe the 
paſſions which he felt, and are ſeldom cold or 
inanimated. The qualities of his heart and head 
were equally remarkable; and, in ſhort, he was, 
in the proper ſenſe of the word, a fine gentle- 


man. 


Hz was twice married into families of di- 
ſtinction, and by his firſt lady, daughter of Sir 
James Hall, Bart. left an only child, a promiſing 


youth, who inherits his eſtate. 


Mr. HaMiLToON was of a delicate conſtitution, 
and in his later years his health was greatly im- 
paired. This decay made him again try the be- 
nefit of a warmer climate, in which he had for- 
merly paſſed a conſiderable part of his time. It 
had not, however, the deſired effect. He dicd 


at 


V1 


at Lyons cn the 25th of March 1754, in the 
oth year of his age. His corpſe was brought to 
Scotland, and interred in the Abbey Church of 
Holy-rood-houſe, 


Tux reader is left to the peruſal of Mr. Ha- 
MILTON's works for the forming an adequate 
opinion of his merit as a poet. It is hoped ſuch 
of his poems, as are here firſt publiſhed, will 
appear equally beautiful with thoſe which, in 
their former more careleſs dreſs, and even with- 
out a name, were reccived with the higheſt ap- 
probation. Tho? the author's finiſhing hand has 
been wanting to many, the ſame admirable geni- 
us ſhines thro' the whole; and the editor is per- 
ſuaded, that in making this edition as compleat 
as poſſible, he has performed an acceptable ſer- 
vice to the public. | 
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YOUNG LADY 


wITH THE FOLLOWING 


E 


EAD here the pangs of unſucceſsful love, 
View the dire ills the weary ſufferers prove, 

When Care in every ſhape has leave to reign, 
And keener ſharpens ev'ry ſenſe of pain : 
No charm the cruel ſpoiler can controul, 
He blaſts the beauteous features of the foul ; 
With various conflict rends the deſtin'd breaſt, 
And lays th' internal fair creation waſte; 
The dreadful Daemon raging unconfin'd, 
To his dire purpoſe bends the paſlive mind, 
Gloomy and dark the proſpect round appears, 
Doubts ſpring from doubts, and fears engender fears ; 
Hope after hope goes out in endleſs night, 
And all is anguiſh, torture, and affright. 

O! beauteous friend, a gentler fate be thine; 
Still may thy ſtar with mildeſt influence ſhine ; 
May heav'n ſurround thee with peculiar care, 
And make thee happy, as it made thee fair; 
That gave thee ſweetneſs, unaffetted eaſe, 
The pleaſing look, that ne'er was taught to pleaſe, 
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True genuine charms, where falſhood claims no part, 


Which not alone entice, but fix the heart: 

And far beyond all theſe, ſupreme in place, 

The virtuous mind, an undecaying grace. 

Still may thy youth each fond endearment prove 
Of tender friend{hip and complacent love ; 

May love approach thee, in the mildeſt dreſs, 
And court thee to domeſtic happineſs ; 

And bring along the pow'r that only knows 

To heighten human joys and ſoften woes; 


For woes will be in life; theſe (till return, 
The good, the beauteous, and the wife muſt mourn ; 


Doubl'd the joy that friendſhip does divide, 
Leſſen'd the pain when arm'd the {ocial ſide: 

But ah! how fierce the pang, how deep the groan, 
When ſtrong affliction finds the weak alone! 

Then may a friend {till guard thy ſhelter'd days, 
And guide thee fate thro' Fortune's myſtic ways; 
The happy youth, whom moſt thy ſoul approves, 
Friend of thy choice and huſband of thy loves, 
Whole holy flame heav'ns altar does inſpire, 

That burns thro? life one clear unſully'd fire, 

A mutual warmth that glows from breaſt to breaſt, 
Who loving is belov'd and bleſſing bleſt. 

Then all the pleaſing ſcenes of lite appear, 

The charms of kindred and relations dear, 

The ſmiling offspring, Love's far better part, 

And alli the ſocial meltings of the heart: 

hen harlot Pleaſure, with her wanton train 
deduces from the perfect tate in vain ; 


In 
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In vain to the lock'd ear the Syren ſings, 

When Angels ſhadow with their guardian wings, 
Such, fair Mon1M1a, be thy ſacred lot, 

When ev'ry memory of him forgot, 

Whoſe faithful Muſe inſpir'd the pious pray'r, 
And weary'd Heaven to keep thee in its care; 
That pleas'd it would its choiceſt influence ſhow'r, 
Or on thy ſerious, or thy mirthful hour; 
Conſpicuous known in ev'ry ſcene of life, 

The mother, ſiſter, daughter, friend, and wife; 
That joy may grow on joy, and conſtant laſt, 
And each new day riſe brighter than the paſt. 
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Voice Divine, whoſe heavenly ſtrain 
No mortal meaſure may attain, 

O powerful to appeaſe the ſmart, 

That feſters in a wounded heart, 

Whoſe myſtic numbers can aſſwage 

The boſom of tumult'ous Rage, 

Can ſtrike the dagger from Deſpair, 

And ſhut the watchful eye of Care. 

Oft lur'd by thee, when wretches call, 

Hope comes, that chears or ſoftens all; 

Expell'd by thee, and diſpoſſeſt 

Envy forſakes the human breaſt, 

Full oft with thee the Bard retires, 

And loſt to earth, to heav'n aſpires; 
How nobly loſt! with thee to rove 

Thro' the long deepning ſolemn grove, 

Or underneath the moonlight pale, 

To Silence truſt {ome plaintive tale, 


{ 
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of nature's ills, and mankind's woes, 
While kings and all the proud repoſe; 
Or where ſome holy aged oak 
A ſtranger to the woodman's ſtroke; 
From the high rock's aerial crown 
In twiſting arches bending down, 
Bathes in the ſmooth pellucid ſtream, 
Full oft he waits the myſtic dream 
Of mankind's joys right underſtood, 
And of the all prevailing good. 
Go forth invok'd, O voice Divine! 
And iſſue from thy ſacred ſhrine ; 
Go ſearch each ſolitude around, 
Where Contemplation may be found, 
Where'er apart the Goddeſs ſtands 
With lifted eyes and heaven-rais'd hands; 
If rear'd on Speculation's hill 
Her raptur'd foul enjoys its fill 
Of far tranſporting Nature's ſcene, 
Air, ocean, mountain, river, plain; 
Or it with meaſur'd ſtep ſhe go 
Where Meditation ſpreads below, 
In hollow vale her ample ſtore, 
Till weary Fancy can no more; 
Or inward if ſhe turn her gaze, 
And all th' internal world ſurveys; 
With joy complacent ſees ſucceed 
In fair array, each comely deed, 
She hears alone thy lofty ſtrain, 
All other muſic charms in vain ; 

In 
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In vain the ſprightly notes reſound, 

That from the fretted roofs rebound, 

When the deft minſtrelſie advance 

To form the quaint and orbed dance; 

In vain unhallow'd lips implore, 

She hearkens only to thy lore. 

Then bring the lonely nymph along, 

Obſequious to thy magick long 

Bid her to bleſs the ſecret bow'r 

And heighten Wildom's ſolemn hour. 
Bring Faith, endued with eagle eyes, 

That joins this earth to diſtant ſkies ; 

Bland Hope that makes each ſorrow leſs, 

Still ſmiling calm amidſt diſtreſs; 

And bring the meek-ey'd Charitie, 

Not leaſt, tho' youngeſt of the three. 

Knowledge the Sage, whoſe radiant light, 

Darts quick acroſs the mental Night, 

And add warm Friendſhip to the train, 

Social, yielding, and humane; 

With Silence, ſober - ſuited maid, 

Seldom on this earth ſurvey' d: 

Bid in this ſacred band appear, 

That aged venerable Seer, 

With ſorrow ing pale, with watchings ſpare, 

Of plealing yet dejected air, 

Him, heavenly Melancholy height, 

Who flies the ſons of falſe delight, 

Now looks lerene thro' human life, 

Sces end in peace the moral ſtrife, 


Now 
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Now to the daz'ling proſpect blind, 

Tremdles for heaven and for his kind, 

And doubting much, ſtill hoping beſt, 

Late with ſubmiſſion finds his reſt ; 

And by his {ide advance the Dame 

All glowing with celeſtial flame, 

Devotion, high above that ſoars, 

And ſings exulting, and adores, 

Dares fix on heav'n a mortal's paze, 

And triumph 'midſt the Seraph's blaze; 

Laſt to crown all, with theſe be join'd 

The decent Nun fair Peace of Mind, 

Whom Innocence e'er yet betray'd, 

Bore young in Eden's happy ſhade: 

Reſign'd, contented, meek and mild 

Of blameleſs mother, blameleſs child. 
But from theſe woods, O thou retire ! 

Hood - winkt Superſtition dire: 

Zeal that clanks her iron bands, 

And bathes in blood her ruthleſs hands; 

Far hence Hypocriſy away, 

With pious ſemblance to betray, 

Whole angel outſide fair, contains 

A heart corrupt, and foul with ſtains; 

Ambition mad, that ſtems alone 

The boiſtrous ſurge, with bladders blown; 

Anger, with wild diſorder'd pace z | 

And Malice pale of famiſh'd face ; 

Loud-tongu'd Clamour, get thee far 

Hence, to wrangle at the bar; 


S = 
With opening mouths vain Rumour hung; 
And falſhood with her ſerpent tongue ; 
Revenge, her bloodſhot eyes on fire, 
And hiſſing Envy's ſnaky tire; 
With Jealouſy, the fiend moſt fell 
Who bears about his inmate hell, 
Now far apart with haggard mien 
To lone Suſpicion liitning ſeen, 
Now in a gloomy band appears 
Of fallow Doubts, and pale-ey'd Fears, 
Whom dire Remorſe of giant kind 
Purſues with ſcorpion laſh behind; 
And thou Self-love, who tak'ſt from earth, 
With the vile crawling worm, thy Birth, 
Untouch'd with others joy or pain, 
The ſocial ſmile, the tear humane, 
Thy Self thy ſole intemperate gueſt, 
Uncall'd thy neighbour to the feaſt, 
As if heaven's univerſal heir 
"Twas thine to ſeize and not to ſhare : 
With theſe away, baſe wretch accurſt, 
By pride begot, by madneſs nurſt, 
Impiety ! of hardned mind, 
Groſs, dull, preſuming, ſtubborn, blind, 
Unmov'd amidſt this mighty all, 
Deaf to the univerſal call : 
In vain above the ſyſtems plow, 
In vain earth ſpreads her charms below, 
Confiding in himſelf to riſe, 
He hurls defiance to the ſkies, 


And 
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And ſteel'd in dire and impious deeds 
Blaſphemes his feeder yhilſt he feeds. 
But chiefly Love, Love far off fly, 
Nor interrupt my privacy ; 

*Tis not for thee, capricious pow'r; 
Weak tyrant of a feveriſh hour, 
Fickle, and ever in extremes, 

My radiant day of reaſon beams, 
And ſober Contemplation's ear 
Diſdains thy Syren ſong to hear, 
Speed thee on changetul wings away, 
To where thy willing ſlaves obey, 
Go herd amongſt thy wonted train, 
The falſe, th' inconſtant, lewd and vain; 
Thou haſt no ſubject here, begone, | 
Contemplation comes anon, 

Above, below, and all around, 
Now nought but awtul quiet's found, 
The feeling air forgets to move, 

No Zephyr ſtirs the leafy grove, 

The gentleſt murmur of the rill 

Struck by the potent charm is ſtill, 

Hach paſſion in this troubled breaſt 

Zo toiling once lies huſh'd to reſt, 
Whate'er man's bultling race employs, 
His cares, his hopes, his fears, his joys, 
Ambition, plealure, intereſt, tame, 
Each nothing of important name, 
Ye tyrants of this reſtleſs ball 


Tie grove annihilates vou all. 
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Oh power unſeen, yet felt, appear 
Sure ſomething more than nature's here. 

Now on the flow'ring turf I lye, 

My ſoul converling with the ſky. 

Far loſt in the. bewild'ring dream 

I wander o'er each lofty theme ; 
Tour on Enquiry's wings on high, 

And ſoar the heights of Deity : 

Fain would I ſearch the perfect laws 
That conſtant bind th' unerring caule ; 
Why all its children, born to ſhare 
Alike a father's equal care : 

Some weep by partial Fate undone, 
The raviſh'd portion of a ſon ; 
Whilſt he whoſe ſwelling cup o'erflows, 
Heeds not his ſuff ring brother's woes; 
The good, their virtues all forgot, 
Mourn need ſevere, their deſtin'd lot; 
While Vice, invited by the great, 
Feaſts under canopies of ſtate. 

Ah! when we lee the bad prefer'd, 
Was it eternal juſtice err'd ? 

Or when the good could not prevail, 
How could almighty prowe!s fail? 
When unde neath the oppreſſor's blow 
Afflicted innocence lye: low, 

Has not. th' All ſeeing eye beheld ? 

Or has a ſtronger arm repell'd ? 

When death diſſolves this brittle frame, 


1 yes ever quench'd the ſoul's bright flame ? 
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Or ſhall th' etherial breath of day 
Relume once more this living ray ? 
From life eſcape we all in vain? 
Heaven finds its creature out again, 
Again its captive to control, 
And drive him to another Goal, 
When Time ſhall let his curtain fall, 
Mult dreary nothing ſwallow all ? 
Muſt we the unfiniſh'd piece deplore, 
E'er half the pompous piece be o'er ? 
In his all comprehenſive mind, 
Shall not th' almighty Poet find 
Some reconciling turn of fate 
To make his wondrous work compleat, 
To finiſh fair his mingled plan, 
And juſtify his ways to man? 
But who ſhall draw theſe veils that lye 
Unpierc'd by the keen cherub's eye ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, the daring flight give o'er, 
Thine to ſubmit and to adore 
Learn then : Into thyſelf deſcend, 
To know thy being's uſe and end, 
For thee what nature's kind intent, 
Or on what fatal journey bent. 
Is mean Selt-Jove the only guide? 
Mult all be facrific'd to pride? 
What ſacred fountains then ſupply 
The feeling heart and melting eye? 
Why does the pleading look diſarm 
The hand of Rage with ſlaughter warm ? 
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Or in the battle's generous ſtrife, 
Does Britain quell the luſt of life! 
Next the bold enquiry tries, 
To trace our various paſſions riſe ; 
This moment Hope exalts the breaſt, 
The next it ſinks by Fear depreſt; 
Now fierce the ſtorms of Wrath begin, 
Now all is holy calm within. 
What ſtrikes Ambitions's ſtubborn ſprings, 
What moves Compaſſion's fofter ſtrings; 
How we in conſtant friendſhips join, 
How in conſtant hates combine ; 
How vature, for her favourite man 
Unfolds the wonders of her plan; 
How fond to treat her choſen gueſt 
Provides for every ſenſe a feaſt ; 
Gaves to the wide excurſive eye 
The radiant glories of the ſky; 
Or bids each odorous bloom exhale 
His foul t'enrich the balmy gale; 
Or pour upon th' enchanted ear 
The muſic of the op'ning year; 
Or bids the limpid fountain burſt, 
Friendly to life, and cool to thirſt ; 
What arts the beauteous dame employs 
To lead us on to genial joys, 
When in her ſpeeious work we join 
To propagate her fair deſign, 
The virgin-face divine appears 
in bloom of youth and prime of years, 
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And e'er the deſtin'd heart's aware 
Fixes Mox1M1a's image there. 

Ah me! what helpleſs have I ſaid? 
Unhappy by myſelf betray'd! 
I deem'd, but ah I deem'd in vain, 
From the dear image to refrain; 
Fo: when I fixt my muſing thought, 
Far on ſolemn views remote; 
When wandring in the uncertain round 
Of mazy Doubt, no end I found; 
O my unbleſt and erring feet 
What moſt I fought to ſhun, ye meet. 
Come then my ſerious Maid again : 
Come and try another ſtrain; 
Come aud Nature's dome explore, 
Where dwells retir'd the Matron hoar; 
There her wondrous works ſurvey 
And drive th' intruder Love away. 

'Tis done. ' Aſcending Heaven's hight 
Contemplation take thy flight : 
Behold the Sun, thro' Heav'n's wide ſpace, 
Strong as a Giant, run his race: 
Behold the Moon, exert her light, 
As bluſhing bride on her love- night: 
Behold the ſiſter ſtarry train, 
Her bride-maids, mount the azure plain, 
See where the ſnows their treaſures keep; 
The chambers where the loud winds ſleep; 
Where the collected rains abide 
Till heav'n (et all its windows wide, 
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Precipitate from high to pour 

And drown in violence of ſhow'r : 

Or gently ſtrain'd they waſh the earth 
And give the tender fruits a birth, 

See where Thunder ſprings his mine; 
Where the paths of lightning ſhine, 

Or tir'd thoſe hights (till to purſue, 
From heav'n deſcending with the dew, 
That ſoft impregns the youthful mead, 
Where thouſand flow'rs exalt the head, 
Mark how Nature's hand beſtows 
Abundant grace on all that grows, 
Tinges, with pencil flow unleen, 

The graſs that cloaths the valley green; 


Or ſpreads the tulip's parted ſtreaks, 


Or ſangvine dyes the roſe's cheeks, 
Or points with light Moninia's eyes, 
And forms her boſom's beauteous rilc. 

Ah! haunting ſpirit art thou there? 
Forbidden in theſe walks t' appear. 
J thought, O Love! thou would'ſt diſdain 
To mix with Wiſdom's black ſtay d train; 
But when my curious ſearching look, 
A nice ſurvey of Nature took, 
Well pleas'd the Matron ſet to ſhow 
Her miſtreſs · work, on earth below. 
Then fruitleſs Knowledge turn aſide, 
What other art remains untry'd 
This load of anguiſh to remove, 
And heal the cruel wounds of Love? 
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To friendſhip's ſacred force apply 
That ſource of tendernels and joy, 
A joy no anxious fears prophane, 


A tenderneſs that feels no pain: 


Friendſhip ſhall all theſe ills appeaſe, 
And pive the tortur'd Mourner eaſe, 
Th' indiſſoluble tye, that binds 

In equal chains, two faſter minds. 

Not luch as ſervile int'reſts chuſe, 
From partial ends and ſordid views; 
Nor when the midnight banquet fires, 
The choice of wine-inflam'd deſires ; 
When the ſhort fellowſhips proceed, 
From caſual mirth and wicked deed; 
*Till the next morn eſtranges quite 
The partners of one guilty night; 

But ſuch as judgment long has weigh'd 
And years of taithfulneſs have try'd, 
Whoſe tender mind is fram'd to ſhare 
The equal portion of my care, 

Whoſe thoughts my happineſs employs 
Sincere, who triumphs in my joys, 
With whom in raptures I may ſtray, 
Thro' Study's long and pathleſs way, 
Obſcurely bleſt, in joys, alone, 

To the excluded world unknown. 
Forſook the weak fantaſtic train 

Of Flatt'ry, Mirth, all falſe and vain ; 
On whole ſoft and gentle breaſt 

My weary ſoul may take her reſt, 


While 
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While the ſtill tender look and kind 
Fair ſpringing trom the ſpotleis mind, 
My perfected delights enſure 
To laſt immortal, free and pure. 
Grant, Heav'n, if Heav'n means bliſs for me, 
MoN1mia ſuch, and long may be. 

Here, here again! how juſt my fear ! 

Love ever finds admittance here; 
The cruel Spright intent on harm, 
Has quite diſſolv'd the feeble charm ; 
Aſſuming Friendſhip's faintly guiſe, 
Has paſt the cheated Sentry's eyes, 
And once attain'd his helliſh end, 
Diſplays the undiſſembled Fiend. 


O ſay ! my faithful fair ally 


How did'ſt thou let the traitor by ? 

I from the deſart bade thee come, * 
Invok'd thee from thy peaceful home, 
More to ſublime my ſolemn hour, 

And curſe this Daemon's fatal pow'r; 
Lo! by ſuperior force oppreſt, 

Thou theſe three ſeveral times haſt bleſt. 
Shall we the magic rites purſue, 

When love is mightier far than thou ? 
Yes come, in bleſt enchantment {kill'd, 
Another altar let us build ; 

Go forth as wont, and try to find, 
Where'er Devotion lies reclin'd ; 
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Thou her fair friend, by Heaven's decree; 
Art one with her and ſhe with thee. 
Devotion come with ſober pace, 
Full of thought and full of prace; 
While humbled on the earth I lye, 
Wrapt in the viſion of the ſky, 
To noble heights and ſolemn views 
Wing my heav'n-aſpiring Muſe; 
Teach me to ſcorn, by thee refin'd, 
The low delights of human kind: 
Sure thine to put to flight the boy 
Of laughter, ſport, and idle joy. 
O plant thele guarded proves about, 
And keep the treach'rous Felon out. 
Now lee! the ſpreading gates unfold, 
Diſplay'd the ſacred leaves of gold. 
Jet me with holy awe repair, 
To the ſolemn houſe of prayer. | 
And as I go, O thou! my heart, 
Forget each low and earthly part. 
Religion enter in my breaſt, 
A mild and venerable gueſt ! 
Put off in Contemplation drown'd, 
Each thought impure in holy ground, 
And cautious tread with awful fear 
The courts of Heav'n; for God is here. 
Now my grateful voice I raiſe. 
Ye Angels ſwell a mortals praiſe, 
To charm with your own harmony, 
The car of him who fits on high. 
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= Grant me, propitious heav'nly Pow'r, 
WA Whoſe love benign we feel each hour, 
10 An equal lot on earth to ſhare, 
Nor rich, nor poor, my humble pray'r, 
Leſt I forget, exalted proud, 
t The hand ſupreme that gave the good; 
18 Leſt want o'er Virtue ſhould prevail, 
iF And I put forth my hand and ſteal ; 
i But if thy ſov'reign will ſhall grant, 
| The wealth I neither alk nor want ; 
F i May I the Widow's need ſupply, 
1 1 And wipe the tear from Sorrow's eye; 
ö May the weary wand'rer's feet, 
From me a bleſt reception meet ! 
But if contempt and low eſtate 
Be the aſſignment of my fate, 
O ! may no hope of gain entice 
To tread the green broad path of Vice. 
And bounteous O ! vouchſafe to clear 
The errors of a mind ſincere. 
Illumine thou my ſearching mind, 
Groping after Truth and blind. 
With. ſtores of Science be it fraught 
That Bards have dream'd, or Sages taught; 
And chief the heav'n- born ſtrain impart, 
A Mule according to thy heart ; | 
That rapt in facred ecſtaſy, 
I may ſing and ſing of thee; 
Mankind inſtructing in thy laws, 
Dleſt Poet in foir Virtue's cauſe, 
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Her former merit to reſtore, 

And make mankind again adore, 

As when converſant with the great, 
She fixt in palaces her ſeat, 

Before her all-revealing ray, 

Each ſordid paſſion ſhould decay: 
Ambition ſhuns the dreaded Dame, 
And Þþ pales his ineffectual flame; 
Wealth ſighs her triumphs to behold, 
And offers all his ſums of gold; 

* She in her chariot ſeen to ride, 

A noble train attend her fide: 

A Cherub firſt, in prime of years, 
The champion Fortitude appears ; 
Next Temp'rance ſober Miſtreſs ſeen, 


With look compos'd and chearful mien ; 


Calm Patience (till victorious found, 
With never-fading glories crown'd, 


Firm Juſtice laſt the balance rears, 


The good man's praiſe, the bad man's fears ; 


While chief in beauty as in place 


She charms with dear Mon1m1a's grace. 


Mon1mia ſtill ! here once again 
O! fatal name, Oh dubious ſtrain ! 
Say heav'n-born Virtue, Pow'r Divine, 
Are all theſe various movements thine ? 
Was it thy triumphs, ole inſpir'd 
My ſoul to holy tranſports fir'd ? 


See Characteriſticks vol, 2, page 252, 
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Or ſay do ſprings leſs ſacred move? 
Ah! much I fear, it's human love. 
Alas! the noble ſtrife is o'er, 
The bliisful Viſions charm no more; 
Far of the glorious rapture flown, 
Mon1:1A rages here alone. 
In vain, Love's fupitive, I try 
From the commanding pow'r to ſly, 
Tho' Grace was dawning on my ſoul, 
Poſſeſt by Heay'n ſincere and whole 
Yet ſtill in Fancy's painted cells 
The ſoul- inflaming image dwells. 
Why didſt thou, cruel Love, again 
Thus drag me back, to earth and pain ? 
Well hop'd I, Love, thou would'ſt retire 
Before the bieſt Jeſſean Lyre. 
Devotion's harp would charm to reſt, 
The evil Spirit in my breaſt; 
But the deaf adder fell diſdains, 
Unliſtning to the Chanter's ſtrains, 
Contemplation, baffled Maid, 
Remains there yet no other aid ? 
Helplels and weary muſt thou yield 
To Love ſupreme in ev'ry field ? 
Let Melancholy laſt engage, 
Rev'rend hoary-mantled Sage. 
Sure, at his ſable ſlag's diſplay 
Love's idle troop will flit away : 
And bring with him his due compeer, 
Silence, (ad, forlorn, and drear, 


Haſte 
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Haſte thee Silence, haſte and go, 
To ſearch the gloomy world below. 
My trembling ſteps O Sybil lead, 
Thro? the dominions of the dead: 
Where Care, enjoying loft repoſe, 
Lays down the burden of his woes; 
Where Meritorious-want, no more 
Shiv'ring begs at Grandeur's door; 
Unconſcious Grandeur, ſeal'd his eyes, 
On the mould'ring purple lyes. 
In the dim and dreary round, 
Speech in eternal chains lyes bound. 
And ſee a tomb, it's gates diſplaid, 
Expands an everlaſting ſhade, 
O ye inhabitants, that dwell 
Each forgotten in your cell, 
O ſay, for whom of human race 
Has tate decreed this hiding place ? 

And hark! methinks a Spirit calls, 
Low winds the whiſper round the walls, 
A voice, the ſluppiſh air that breaks, 
Solemn amid the Silence ſpeaks. 
Miſtaken man thou feek'lt to know, 
What known will but afflict with woe; 
There thy Mox1mia ſhall abide, 
With the pale Bridegioom reſt a bride, 
The wan aſſiſtants there ſhall lay, 
In weeds of death, her beauteous clay. 
O words of woe! what do I hear ? 
What ſounds invade a Lover's car ? 
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uſt then thy charms, my anxious care, 
he fate of vulgar beauty ſhare ? 
Good Heav'n retard (for thine the pow'r) 
The wheels of time, that roll the hour. 
Yet ah! why ſwells my breaſt with fea's ? 
Why ſtart the interdifted tears ? 
Love doit thou tempt again? depart 
Thou Devil, caſt out from my heart. 
Sad I forſook the feaſt, the ball, 
The ſunny bow'r and lofty hall, 
And ſought the dungeon of deſpair ; 
Yet thou overtakeſt me there. 
How little dream'd I, thee to find, | +++ 
Tn this lone ſtate of human kind? 
Nor melancholy can prevail, 
The direful deed, nor diſmal tale: 
Hop'd I for theſe thou would'ſt remove? Co 
How near akin is Grief to Love ? 
Then no more ſtrive to ſhun 
Love's chains: O Heav'n ! thy will be done. 
The beſt Phyſician here I find, 
To cure a ſore diſeaſed mind, G 
For ſoon this venerable gloom 
Will yield a weary ſufferer room; 
No more a ſlave to Love decreed, 


At eaſe and free among the dead. AS 
Come then ye tears, ne'er ceaſe to flow, 

In full fatiety of woe: The 
Tho' now the Maid my heart alarms, A freq 
Severe and mighty. in her charms, That 
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Doom'd to obey, in bondage preſt, 
The Tyrant Leve's commands unbleft ;. 
Paſs but ſome fleeting moments o er, 
This rebel heart ſhall beat no more; 
Then from my dark and cloſing eye, 
The form belov'd ſhall ever fly. 
The Tyranny of Love ſhall ceaſe, ' 
Both laid down to ſleep in peace; 
To ſhare alike our mortal lot, 
Her beauties and my cares forgot. 
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CounTess of EGLINTOUN, 
WITH THE 


GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
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Ccept, O Ecrixrtoun! the rural Lays, 
Thine be the friends, and thine the Poet's praiſe, 
The Muſe, that oft has rais'd her tuneful ſtrains, 
A frequent gueſt on Scotia's bliſsful plains, 
That oft has ſung, her liſt'ning youth to move, 
om'd The charms of Beauty, and the force of Love, 
Once 
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Once more reſumes the ſtill ſucceſsful lay, 
Delighted, thro' the verdant meads to ſtray : 
O ! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with Her repair, 
To breathe the balmy ſweets of purer air ; 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the ſtream, or in the rural ſhade, 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear'ſt, approve 
The GENTLE SHEPHERD's tender tale of Love. 


Learn from thele ſcenes what warm and glowing fires; 


Inflame the breaſt that real Love inſpires, 
Delighted read of ardors, ſighs, and tears ; 
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears : 
Hence too, what paſſions in his boſom riſe, 
What dawning gladneſs ſparkles in his eyes, 
When firſt the Fair is bounteous to relent, 
And bluſhing beauteous, ſmiles the kind conſent, 
Love's paſſion here in each extreme is ſhown, 
In Charlot's ſmile, or in Maria's frown. 
With words like theſe, that fail'd not to engage, 
Love courted Beauty in a golden age, 
Pure and untaught, ſuch Nature firſt inſpir'd, 
Ere yet the Fair affefed phraſe admir'd. 
Ilis lecret thoughts were undiſpuis'd with art, 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart. 
He ſpeaks his loves fo artleſs and ſincere, 
As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 
Heaven only to the rural ſtate beſtows 
Conqueſt o'er life, and freedom from its woes ; 
Secure alike from envy, and from care, 
Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet depreſt by fear; 


Nor 
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Nor Want's lean hand its happineſs conſtrains, 
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 

No ſecret guilt its ſtedfaſt peace deſtroys, 

No wild ambition interrupts its joys. 

Bleſt (till to ſpend the hours that Heav'n has lent, 
In humble goodneſs, and in calm content. 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 

Sinleſs and pure, in fair Humeia's foul, 

But now the Rural ſtate theſe joys has loſt, 
Even ſwains no more that innocence can boaſt. 
Love ſpeaks no more what Beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. 

Now Happineſs forſakes her bleſt retreat, 
The peaceful dwellings where ſhe fix d her ſeat, 
The pleaſing fields ſhe wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright ſober race ; 
When on the ſunny hill, or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the ſons of men, 
To crown the pleaſures of the blameleſs feaſt, 
She uninvited came a welcome gueſt : 
Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Seduc'd from innocence incautious hearts, 
Then grudging Hate, and ſinful Pride ſucceed, 
Cruel revenge, and falſe unrighteous deed ; 
Then dowrleſs Beauty loft the power to move; 
The ruſt of lucre ſtain'd the gold of Love. 
Bounteous no more, and hoſpitably good, 
The genial hearth firſt bluſh'd with ſtranger's blood. 
The friend no more upon the friend relies, 
And ſemblant falſaood puts on Truth's diſguiſe, 
D The 
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The peaceful houſhold fill'd with dire alarms, 
The raviſh'd virgin mourns her lighted charms ; 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around ; 
In guilt they feaſt, in guilt the bowl is crown'd. 
Unpuniſh'd vi lence lords it o'er the plains, 
And Happineſs forſakes the guilty ſwains. 

O Happinels ! from human ſearch retir'd, 
Where art thou to be found, by all defir'd ? 
Nun ſober and devout ! why art thou fled 
To hide in ſhades thy meek contented head ? 
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Virgin of aſpect mild ! ah why unkind, 
Fly'ſt thou diſpleas'd, the commerce of mankind ? I 
O!] teach our ſteps to find the ſecret cell, ( 
Where with thy Sire Content thou lov'ſt to dwell, | 
Or ſay, doſt thou a duteous handmaid wait 1 
Familiar, at the chambers of the great? 1 
Doſt thou purſue the voice of them that call 5 
To noily revel, and to midnight ball? 8 
O'er the full banquet when we feaſt our ſoul, 1 
Doſt thou inſpire the mirth, or mix the bowl ? 1 
Or with th' induſtrious planter doſt thou talk, A 
Converſing freely in an ev'ning walk? 8 
| | k | 
Say, does the miſer e'er thy face bchold, * 
Watchful and ſtudious of the treaſur'd gold? N 
Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov'd pow'r, 1 
till muſing ſilent at the morning hour? M 
May we thy prelence hope in war's alarms, N 
In S—'s wiſdom, or Montgomery's arms! „ 
In vain our flatt'ring hopes our ſteps beguile, A 


The flying good eludes the ſearcher's toil: 
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In vain we ſeek the city or the cell ; 

Alone with virtue knows the pow'r to dwell. 
Nor need mankind deſpair theſe joys to know, 
The gift themſelves may on themſelves beſtow. 
Soon, ſoon we might the precious bleſſing boaſt ; 
But many paſſions mult the bleſſing coſt ; 
Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 

And envy grieving at another's ſtate. 

Revenge no more muſt in our hearts remain, 

Or burning luſt, or avarice of pain, 

When theſe are in the human boſom nurſt, 

Can peace reſide in dwellings fo accurſt ; 

Unlike, O EGL1xToOUN ! thy happy breaſt, 
Calm and ſerene, enjoys the heavenly gueſt ; 
From the tumultuous rule of paſſions frecd, 

Pure in thy thought, and ſpotleſs in thy deed. 

In virtues rich, in goodnels unconfin'd, 

Thou ſhin'ſt a fair example to thy kind; 

Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's fame, 

How {witt to praiie, how obſtinate to blame! 
Bold in thy preſence baſhful Senſe appears, 

And backward Merit loſes all its fears. 
Supremely bleſt by Reav'n, Heav'n's richeſt grace 
Conteſt is thine, an early blooming race, 

Whole pleaſing {miles ſhall guardian Wildom arm, 
Divine inſtruction! taught of thee to charm, 
What traniports ſhall they to thy foul impart! 
(The conſcious tranſports of a parent's heart.) 
When thou behold'ſt them of each grace polleſt, 
And ſighing youths imploring to be bleſt, 
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After thy image form'd, with charms like thine, 
Or in the viſit, or the dance to ſhine. 
Thrice happy ! who ſucceed their mother's praiſe, 
The lovely EGLINTOUNS of futrue days. 

Mean while peruſe the following tender ſcenes, 
And liſten to thy native's Poet's ſtrains. 
In ancient garb the home bred muſe appears, 
The garb our Muſes wore in former years. 
As in a glaſs reſlected, here behold 
How ſmiling goodneſs look'd in days of old. 
Nor bluſh to read where beauty's praiſe is ſhown, 
And virtuous Love, the likenels of thv own ; 
While midſt the various gifts that gracious Heaven, 
Bounteous to thee, with righteous hand has given; 
Let this, O EGLINTOUN ! delight thee moſt, 
T'enjoy that innocence the world has loſt. 
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1Ancy, bright and winged Maid! 
In thy night drawn car convey'd, 

O'er the green earth, and wide ſpread main, 
A thouſand ſhadows in thy train, 
A vary'd air-embody'd hoſt, 
To don what ſhapes thou pleaſeſt moſt ; 
Brandiſh no more thy ſcorpion ſtings 
Around the deſtin'd couch of Kings ; 
Nor in rebellion's ghaſtly ſize 
A dire gigantic ſpectre riſe : 
Ceaſe, for a while, in rooms of ſtate 
To damp the ſlumbers of the Great; 
In Merit's lean look'd form t'appear, 
And holla Traitor in their ear : 
Or Freedom's holier garb bely, 
While Juſtice grinds her ax faſt by: 
Nor o'er the Miſer's eye-lids pour 
The unretreſhing golden ſhow'r ; 
Whilſt, keen th' unreal bliſs to feel, 
His breait bedews the ruffian ſteel. 

With theſe, (when next thou tak'ſt thy round) 
The thoughts of guilty Pride confound : 
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Theſe ſwell the horrors and affright 

Of Conſcience? keen condemning night. 
For this (nor, gracious Pow'r ! repine) 
A gentler Miniſtry be thine : 

Whate'er inſpires the Poet's theme, 

Or Lover's hope enliven'd dream. 
Monimia's mildeſt form aſſume; 


Spread o'er thy cheeks her youthful bloom ; 


Unfold her eyes unblemiſh'd rays, 
That melt to Virtue as we gaze ; 
That Envy's guiltieſt wiſh difarm, 
And view benign a kindred charm : 
Call all the Graces from thy ſtore, 
"Till thy creative pow'r be o'er; 

Bid her each breathing ſweet diſpenſe, 
And robe in her own innocence, 

My with is givin: the ſpells begin; 
Th' ideal world awakes within ; 
The lonely void of {till repoſe 
Pregnant with ſome new wonder grows : 
See, by the twilight of the ſkies, 

The beauteous apparition riſe; 
Slow in Mox1mta's form, along 
Glides to the harmony of ſong. 

But who is he the Virgin leads, 
Whom high a flaming torch preceeds, 
In a gown of ſtainleis lawn, 

O'er each manly ſhoulder drawn ? 
Who, clad in robe of ſcarlet grain, 
The Boy that bears her flowing train ? 
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Behind his back a quiver hung, 
A bended bow acroſs is flung ; 
His head and heels two wings unfold, 
The azure feathers girt with gold, 
Hymen ! 'tis he who kind inſpires 
Joys unteign'd and chaſte deſires. 
And thou, of Love deceitful child ! 
With tyger-heart, yet lamb-like mild, 
Fantaſtic by thyſelf, and vain, 
But ſeemly ſeen in Hymen's train; 
If Fate be to my wiſhes kind, 
O! may I find ye ever join'd; 
But if the Fates my wiſh deny, 
My humble roof come ye not nigh, 

The Spell works on: yet ſtop the day 
While in the houſe of ſleep I ſtay. 
About me {wells the ſudden prove, 
The woven arbourette of Love; 
Flow'rs ſpring unbidden o'er the ground, 
And more than Nature plants around. 
Fancy, prolong the kind repoſe; 
Still, (till th' enchanting viſion glows; 
And now I gaze o'er all her charms, 
Now fink tranſported in her arms. 
Oh ſacred Energy divine! 
All theſe enraptur'd ſcenes are thine. 
Hail! copious ſource of pure delight ; 
All hail! thou heaven-revealed rite; 
Endearing Truth thy train attends, 
And thou and meck-ey'd Peace are friends: 
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Cloſer entwine the magic bow'r; 
'Thick rain the roſe-empurpl'd ſhow'r 2 
The myſtic Joy impatient flies 
Th' unhallow'd gaze of vulgar eyes. 
Unenvy'd let the rich and great 
Turmoil without, and parcel Fate, 
Indulging here, in bliſs ſupreme, 
Might 1 enjoy the golden dream: 
But, ah! the rapture muſt not ſtay ; 
For ſee ! ſhe glides, ſhe glides away. 

Oh Fancy! why did'ſt thou decoy 
My thoughts into this dream of Joy, 
Then to forſake me all alone, 
To mourn the fond deluſion gone ? 
O! back again, benign, reſtore 
The pictur'd viſion as before. 
Yes, yes: once more I fold my eyes; 
Ariſe, ye dear deceits, ariſe. 
Ideas bland ! where do ye rove? 
Why fades my viſionary grove ? 
Ye fickle troop of Morpheus train, 
Then will you, to the proud and vain, 
From me, fantaſtic, wing your flight, 
T' adorn the dream of falſe delight? 
But now, ſeen in Mon1mTa's air, 
Can you aſſume a form leſs fair, 
Some idle Beauty's wiſh ſupply, 
The mimic triumphs of her eye ? 
Grant all to me this live-long night, 
Let charms detain the riſing light; 
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For this one night my liv'ries wear, 
And I abſolve you for the year, 

What time your poppy-crowned God 
Sends his truth-telling ſcouts abroad, 
Ere yet the cock to mattins rings, 
And the lark with mounting wings, 
The ſimple village-ſwain has warn'd 
To ſhake off ſleep by labour earn'd; 
Or on the roſc's ſilken hem, 

Aurora weeps her earlieſt gem; 

Or, beneath the op'ning dawn, 
Smiles the fair-extended lawn. 

When in the ſoft encircled ſhade 

Ye find reclin'd the gentle Maid, 
Each buſy motion laid to reſt, 

And all compos'd her peaceful breaſt ; 
Swift paint the fair internal ſcene, 
The phantom labours of your reign; 
he living imag'ry adorn 

With all the limnings of the morn, 
With all the treaſures Nature keeps 
Conceal'd below the forming deeps; 
Or dreſs'd in the rich waving pride, 
That covers the green mountain's fide, 
Or blooms beneath the am'rous gale 
In the wide emboſom'd vale. 

Let pow'rful Mulic too eſſay 

The magic of her hidden lay: 

While each harſh thought away ſhall fly 
Down the full ſtream of harmony, 
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Compaſſion mild ſhall fill their place, 
Each gentle miniſter of grace, 
Pity, that often melts to Love, 
Let weeping Pity, kind improve, 
The foften'd heart, prepar'd to take 
Whate'er impreſſions Love ſhall make. 
Oh! in that kind, that ſacred hour, 
When Hate, when Anger have no pow'r; 
When ſighing Love, mild ſimple boy, 
Courtſhip ſweet, and tender joy, 
Alone poſſeſs the fair one's heart; 
Let me then, Fancy, bear my part. 

Oh Goddeſs! how I long t'appear; 
The hour of dear ſucceſs draws near: 
See where the crouding Shadows wait ; 
Haſte and unfold the ivy gate: 
Ye gracious forms, employ your aid, 
Come in mv anxious look array'd, 
Come Love, come Hymen, at my pray r 
Led by blyth Hope, ye decent pair 
By mutual confidence combin'd, 
As erſt in ſleep 1 ſaw you join'd. 
Fill my eyes with heart ſwell'd tears, 
Fill my breaſt with heart born fears, 
Halt-utter'd vows and halt-ſuppreſs'd, 
Part look'd, and only wiſh'd the reit; 
Make ſighs, and ipeaking ſorrows prove, 
Suffering much, how much ] love; 
Make the Muſes lvre complain, 
vtrung by me in warbled (train; 
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Let the melodious numbers flow 

Pow'rful of a Lover's woe, 

Till, by the tender Orphean art, 

I through her ear ſhall gain her heart, 
Now, Fancy, now the fit is o'er ; 

I feel my ſorrows vex no more : 

But when condemn'd again to mourn, 

Fancy, to my aid return. 
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Egone, Purſuits ſo vain and light; 
Knowledge, fruitlels of delight ; 
Lean Study, Sire of fallow doubt, 
I put thy muſing taper out: 
Fantaſtic all, a long adicu ; 
For what has love to do with you? 
For, lo, I go where Beauty fires, 
To ſatisfy my ſoul's deſires; 
For, lo, I ſeek the ſacred walls 
Where Love, and gentle Beauty, calls: 
For me ſhe has adorn'd the room, 
For me has ſhed a rich perfume: 
Has ſhe not prepar'd the Tea ? 
The kettle boils — ſhe waits for me. 
I come, nor ſingle, but along 
Youthful ſports a jolly throng ! 
Thoughtleſs joke, and Infant wiles ; 
Harmleſs wit, and Virgin ſmiles; 
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Tender words, and kind intent ; 
Languiſh fond, and blandiſhment ; 
Yielding curtſey, whiſper low; 
Silken bluſh, with cheeks that glow; 
Chaſte defires, and wiſhes meet ; 
Thin clad Hope, a foot-man fleet; 
Modeſtv, that turns aſide, 
And backward ſtrives her form to hide; 
Healthful Mirth, ſtill gay and young, 
And Meekneſs with a maiden's tongue ; 
Satire, by good humour dreſs'd 
In a many-colour'd veſt : 
And enter leaning at the door, 
Who ſend'ſt thy flaunting page before, 
The roguiſh boy of kind delight, 
Attendant on the Lover's night, 
Fair bis ivory ſhuttle flies 
Thro' the bright threads of mingling dies, 
As (wift his roſy fingers move 
To knit the ſilken cords of Love; 
And ſtop who loitly ſtealing goes 
Occas1on high on her tiptoes, 
Whom Youth with watchful look eſpies, 
To ſeize the forelock ere ſhe flies, 
Fre he her bald pate ſhall ſurvey, 
And well-ply'd heels to run away, 

But, anxious Care, be far from hence; 
Vain lurmiſe, and alter'd ſenſe ; 
Miſhapen doubts, the woes they bring; 
And Jealouſy, of fierceſt ſting ; 
| Deſpaii 
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Deſpair, that ſolitary ſtands, 
And wrings a halter in his hands; 
Flatt'ry falſe and hollow found, 
And Dread, with eye ſtill looking round; 
Avarice, bending under pelf; 
Conceit, ſtill gazing on herſelf: 
O Love! exclude high creſted Pride, 
Nymph of Amazonian ſtride: 
Nor in theſe walls, like waiting-maid, 
Be Curiolity ſurvey'd, 
That to the key-hole lays her ear, 
Liſt'ning at the door to hear ; 
Nor Father Time, unleſs he's found 
In triumph led by Beauty bound, 
Forc'd to yield to Vigour's ſtroke, 
His biunted ſcythe and hour glaſs broke. 

But come, all ye who know to pleaſe ; 
Inviting glance, and downy eaſe ; 
The heart born joy, the gentle care; 
Soft breath'd wiſh, and power of Prayer; 
The ſingle vow, that means no ill; 
Believing Quiet, ſubmiſſive Will ; 
Conſtancy of meckeſt mind, 
That ſuffers long, and till is kind; 
All ye who put our woes to flight; 
All ye who miniſter delight ; 
Nods, aud wreaths, and becks, and tips; 
Meaning winks, and roguiſh trips; 
Fond deceits, and kind ſurpriſes ; 
Sudden ſinks, and ſudden riſes; 

Laughs, 
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Laughs, and toys, and gameſome fights ; 
Jolly dance, and girds, and flights ; 
Then, to make me wholly bleſt, 
Let mc be there a welcome guelt, 
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Immortalia ne ſperes, monet an nus. 


Hor. 


OW Spring begins her ſmiling round, 
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Laviſh to paint th' enamell'd ground; 


The birds exalt their chearful voice, 
And gay on every bough rejoice. 

The lovely Graces, hand in hand, 
Knit in Love's eternal band, 

With dancing ſtep at carly dawn, 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 
Where-c'er the youthful Siſters move, 
They fire the foul to genial Love. 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 
The ſwain delights his country bride : 


While, pleas'd, ſhe hears his artleſs vows ; 


Above the feather'd ſongſter wooes. 
Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield 
Her various gifts to cv'ry field ; 

Soon fruitful trees, a beauteous ſhow, 
With ruby tinctur'd births ſhall low ; 
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Sweet ſmells, from beds of lilies born, 

perfume the breezes of the morn. 

The ſunny day, and dewy night, 

To rural play my Fair invite; 

Soft on a bank of violets laid, 

Cool ſhe enjoys the evening ſhade; 

The ſweets of ſummer feaſt her eye: 

Yet ſoon, ſoon will the ſummer fly. 
Attend, my lovely Maid, and know 

To profit by the moral ſhow : 

Now young and blooming thou art ſeen, 

Freſh on the ſtalk, for ever green ; 

Now does th' unfolded bud diſcloſe 

Full blown to ſight the bluſhing roſe: 

Yet, once the ſunny ſeaſon paſt, 

Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laſt; 

Let not the flatt'rer Hope perſuade: 

Ah! muſt I fay that this will fade? 
For fee the Summer poſts away, 

Sad emblem of our own decay. 

Now Winter, from the frozen North, 

Drives his iron chariot forth; 

His prizly hand in icy chains 

Fair Tweda's ſilver flood conſtrains : 

Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 

He wanders on the tops of Yare! 

Bchold bis footſtepts dire are ſeen 

Confets'd on many a with'ring green. 

Griev'd at the fight, when thou ſhalt ſee, 

A inowy wreath clothe cv'ry tree, 
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Frequenting now the ſtream no mote, 
Thou fly'ſt, dilpleas'd, the barren ſhore, 
When thou ſhalt mils the flow'rs that grew 
But late to charm thy raviſh'd view, 
Shall I, ab horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 
Be like to this another day ? 
Yet, when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
The pleaſure of the-field is loſt, 
To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupply the diſtant Sun; 
In gay delights our hours employ, 
We do not loſe, but change our joy ; 
Happy abandon ev'ry care, 
To lead the dance, to court the Fair, 
To turn the page of ancient Bards, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
But when the beauteous white and red 
From the pale aſhy cheek is fled; 
When wrinkles dire, and Ape ſevere, 
Make Beauty fly we know not where : 
The Fair whom Fates unkind diſarm, 
Have they for ever ceas'd to charm? 
Or is there left ſome pleaſing art, 
To keep ſecure a captive heart? 
Unhappy Love! might lovers ſay, 
Beauty, thy food does ſwift decay ; 
When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What Art thy famine can prevent 
Virtues prepare with early care, 
That Love may live on Wiſdom's fare; 
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Tho? extaſy with beauty flies, 
Eſteem is born when beauty dies. 
Happy to whom the Fates decree 
The gift of heav'n in giving thee : 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage; 
Thy virtues ſhall delight his age. 


NEW YEAR M DCC XXXIX. 


ANUS, who with ſliding pace, 
Run'ſt a never ending race, 

And driv'ſt about, in prone career, 
The whirling circle of the year, 


Kindly indulge a little ſtay, 


I beg but one ſwift hour's delay. 

O! while th' important minutes wait, 

Let me revolve the books of fate; 

See what the coming year intends 

To me, my country, kind and friends. 

Then may 'ſt thou wing thy flight, and go, 

To ſcatter blindly joys and woe; 

Spread dire diſeaſe, or pureſt health, 

And, as thou liſts, grant place or wealth. 

This hour, with-held by potent charms, 

Ey'n Peace ſhall ſleep in Pow'rs mad arms; 
F 
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Kings feel thcir inward torments lefs, 
And for a moment wiſh to bleſs. 

Life now preſents another ſcene, 

The ſame ſtrange farce to act again; 
Again the weary human play'rs | 
Advance, and take their ſeveral ſhares: 
Clodius riots, Caeſar fights, 

Tully pleads, and Maro writes, 
Ammon's fierce ſon controuls the globe, 
And Harlequin diverts the mob. 

To Time's dark cave the year retreats, 

Theſe hoary unfrequented ſeats; 

There from his loaded wing he lays 

The months, the minutes, hours and days; 
Then flies, the ſeaſons in his train, 

To compaſs round the year again. 

See there, in various heaps combin'd, 
The vaſt deſigns of human kind; 
Whatever ſwell'd the ſtateſman's thought, 
The miſchiefs mad ambition wrought, 
Publick revenge and hidden puilt, 

The blood by ſecret murder ſpilt, 
Friendſhips to ſordid intereſt given, 

And ill match'd hearts, ne'er pair'd in heaven; 
What Avarice, to crown his ſtore, 

Stole from the orphan, and the poor; 

Or Luxury's more ſhameful waſte, 

Squander'd on the unthankful feaſt, 

Ye Kings, and puilty great, draw near; 
Before this awful court appear: 
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Bare to the Muſe's piercing eye 

The ſecrets of all mortals lie; 

She, ſtrict avenger, brings to light 

Your crimes conceal d in darkeſt night; 

As conſcience, to her truſt moſt true, 

Shall judge between th' oppreſs'd and you. 
This caſket ſhows, ye wretched train, 

How often merit ſu'd in vain. 

See, there, undrv'd, the widows tears; 

See, there, unſooth'd the orphan's fears: 

Yet, look, what mighty ſums appear, 

The vile profuſion of the year. 

Could'ſt thou not, impious Greatneſs, give 

The ſmalleſt alms, that want might live? 

And yet, how many a large repaſt, 

Pall'd the rich glutton's fickly taſte ! 

One table's vain intemp'rate load, 

With ambuſh'd death, and ſickneſs ſtrow'd, 

Had bleſt the cottage peaceful ſhade, 

And given its children health and bread: 

The ruſtic fire, and faithful ſpouſe, 

With each dear pledge of honeſt vows, 

Had, at the ſober-taſted meal, 

Repeated oft the grateful tale ; 

Had hymn'd, in native language free, 

The ſong of thanks to heaven and thee ; 

A muſic that the great ne'er hear, 

Yet ſweeter to th' internal ear, 

Than any loft ſeducing note 

E'er thrill'd from Farinelli's throat. 
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Let's ſtill ſearch on This bundle's large. 
What's here? Tis Science” plaintive charge. 
Hear Wiſdom's philoſophic ſigh, , 
(Neglected all her treaſures lie) 

That none her ſecret haunts explore, 
To learn what Plato taught before; ; 
Her ſons ſeduc'd to turn their parts 

To flattery's more thriving arts; 
Refine their better ſenſe away 

And join Corruption s flag, for pay. 
See his reward the gameſter ſnare, 

Who painted moral virtue fair; 

Inſpir'd the minds of gen'rous youth 

To love the ſimple miſtreſs Truth ; 

The patriot path diſlinctly ſhow 'd, 

That Rome and Greece to glory trode ; | 
"That ſelf-applauſe is nobleſt fame, 

And Kings may greatneſs link to ſhame, 
While honeſty is no diſgrace, 

And peace can ſmile without a place. 
Hear too Aſtronomy repine, 

Who taught unnumber'd worlds to ſhire 
Who travels boundleſs aether thro', 
And brings the diſtant orbs to view. 
Can ſhe her broken plaſs repair, 

Tho' Av'rice has her all to ſpare ? 
What mighty ſecrets had been found, 
Was Virtue miſtreſs of five pound ? 

Yet lee where, given to wealth and pride, 
A bulky penſion lies beſide, 
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Avaunt then, Riches ; no delay; 
J ſpurn th' ignoble heaps away. 
What tho' your charms can purchaſe all 
The giddy honours of this ball; 
Make nature's germans all divide, 
And haughty peers renounce their pride; 
Can b. proud Flavia's ſordid ſmile, 
Or, ripe for fate, this deſtin'd iſle, 
Tho" Greatneſs condeſcends to pray, 
Will time indulge one hour's delay, 
Or give the wretch intent on pelf, 
One moment's credit with himſelf ? 
Virtue, that true from falſe diſcerns, 
'The vulgar courtly phraſe unlearns, 
Superior far to Fortune's frown, 
Beſtows alone the ſtable crown, 


The wreath from honour's root that ſpriogs, 


That fades upon the brows of Kings, 


2 = 
DR 
Hop 
* 


64 1 

— Is 

Eee 
ON SEEING 

Lady MARY MONTGOMERY 


SIT TO HER PICTURE. 


IN IMITATION 
OF SPENCER'S STILE. 


Hen Lindſay drew Montgomery, heavenly maid, 
And gaz'd with wonder on that angel face, 
Pleas'd I ſat by, and joyfully ſurvey'd 
The daring pencil image every grace. 


When as the youth, each feature o'er and o'er 
Careful retouch'd with ſtrict obſervant view; 
Eftſoons I ſaw how charms unſeen before 
Swell'd to the fight, and with the picture grew. 


With milder glances now he arms her eyes, 
The red now triumphs to a brighter roſe ; 
Now heaves her boſom to a ſofter riſe, 
And fairer on her cheek the lily blows. 


Laſt glow'd the bluſh that pure of female wile, 
I whilom knew when ſo my ſtars decreed, 
| My 


Cx 


naid, 


My 


( 47 ) 
My pipe ſhe deign'd to laud in pleaſing ſmile, 
All undeſerving I ſuch worthy meed. | 


The whiles I gaz'd, ah ! felice Art thought I, 
Ah! felice youth that doen it poſſeſs; 

Couth to depeint the fair fo verily, | 
True to each, charm, and faithful to each grace. 


Sy thence ſhe cannot emulate her {kill, 
Ne envy will the Muſe her ſiſters praiſe, 
Then for the deed, O let her place the will, 
And to the glowing colours join her layes. 


Yet algates would the nine, that high on hill 
Parnaſſe, ſweet Imps of Jove, with Jove reſide, 
Give me to reign the fiery ſteed at will, 


And with kind hand thy lucky pencil guide, 


Then certes mought we fate miſpriſe, of praiſe 
Secure, if the dear maid in beauties bloom 
Survive, or in thy colours, or my lays, 
Joy of this age, and joy of each to come. 
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MISS AND THE BUTTERFLY, 


A 


Fi AB L' E 


IN THE MANNER 


OF THE LATE Mr. GAY. 


Tender Miss, whom mother's care 
Bred up in wholſome country air, 
Far from the follies of the town, 
Alike untaught to ſmile or frown; 
Her ear unus'd to flatt'ry's praiſe, 
Unknown in woman's wicked ways; 
Her tonpue from modiſk tattle free, 
Undipp'd in ſcandal and bohea ; 
Her genuine form and native grace 
1 | Were ſtrangers to a looking- glass: 
Nor cards ſhe dealt, nor flirted fan, 
| And valu'd not quadrille or man; 
[ But ſimple liv'd, juſt as you know 
| Miſs Cloe did-—ſome weeks ago, 
As now the pretty Innocent 
Walk'd forth to taſte the early ſcent, 
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She tripp'd about the murm'ring ſtream, 
That oft had lull'd her thoughtleſs dream. 


The morning ſweet, the air ſerene, 


A thouſand flow'rs adorn'd the ſcene; 


The birds rejoicing round appear 
To chuſe their conſorts for the year; 
Her heart was light, and full of play, 
And, like herſelf, all nature gay. 

On ſuch a day, as Sages ſing, 
A BUTTERFLY was on the wing; 
From bank to bank, from bloom to bloom, 
He ſtretch'd the gold beſpangled plume : 
Now ſkims along, and now alights 
As ſmell allures, or grace invites; 
Now the violet's freſhneſs ſips; 
Now kiſs'd the roſe's ſcarlet lips; 
Becomes anon the daiſy's gueſt ; 
Then preſs'd the lily's ſnowy breaſt ; 
Nor long to one vouchlafes a ſtay, 
But juſt ſalutes, and flies away. 

The virgin ſaw with rapture fir'd ; 
She ſaw, and what ſhe ſaw deſir'd, 
The ſhining wings, and ſtarry eyes, 
And burns to ſeize the living prize: 
Her beating breaſt and glowing face 
Betray her native love of dreſs, 
And all the woman full expreſt 
Firſt flutters in her little breaſt : 
Enſnar d by empty outward ſhow, 
dhe ſwift purſues the inſect-· beau; 
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O'er gay parterres ſhe runs in haſte, 
Nor hecds the garden's flow'ry waſte, 

Long as the ſun, with genial pow'r 
Increaſing, warm'd the ſultry hour, 
The Nymph o'er every border flew, 
And kept the ſhining game in view : 

But when, ſoft breathing thro” the trees, 
With coolneſs came the evening - breeze; 
As hov'ring o'er the tulip's pride 

He hung with wing diverſify'd, 

Caught in the hollow of her hand, 

She held the captive at command. 

Flutt'ring in vain to be releas'd, 

He thus the gentle nymph addreſs'd: 
Looſe, gen'rous virgin, looſe my chain, 
From me what glory canſt thou gain? 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring thing, 

My only boaſt a gorgeous wing; 

From flow'r to flow'r I idly ſtray, 

The trifler of 2 ſummer's day : 

Then let me not in vain implore, 

But leave me free again to ſoar, 

His words the little charmer mov'd, 
She the poor trembler's ſuit approy'd. 
His gaudy wings he then extends, 

And flutters on her fingers ends : 
From thence he ſpoke, as you ſhall hear, 
In ſtrains well worth a woman's car. 

When now thy young and tender age 

1; pure, and heędleſs to engage; 
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When in thy free and open mein 
No ſelf important air is ſeen; 
Unknowing all, do all unknown, 
Thou liv'ſt, or prais'd, or blam'd by none. 
But when, unfolding by degrees 
The woman's fond deſire to pleaſe, 
Studious to heave the artful ſigh, 
Miſtreſs of the tongue and eye, 
Thou ſett'ſt thy little charms to ſhow, 
And ſports familiar with the beau ; 
Forſaking then the ſimple plain, 
To mingle with the courtly train, 
Thou in the midnight ball ſhalt ſee 
Things apparell'd juſt like me ; 
Who round and round, without deſign, 
Tinſel'd in empty luſtre ſhine : 
As dancing thro' the ſpacious dome, 
From fair to fair the friſkers roam, 
If charm'd with the embroider'd pride, 
The victim of a gay out- ſide, 
From place to place, as me juſt now, 
The glitt'ring gewgaw you purſue, 
What mighty prize ſhall crown thy paias ? 
A Butterſly is all thy gains! 
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On her taking ſomething ill that Mr. H. ſaid. 


* hangs that cloud upon thy brow ? 
That beauteous heav'n ere while ſerene ? 

Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts blow, 

Or what his guſt of paſſion mean ? 

And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 

Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 

And ly obſcur'd in endleſs night, 

For each poor lilly ſpeech of mine? 


Dear child, how could I wrong thy name? 
Thy form ſo fair, and faultleſs ſtands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty could make large amends: 
Or if I durſt profanely try 
Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t'upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lic, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus every heart t'enſnare, 


With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And 


Thy. - IP. 
And Pallas with unuſual care, 
Bids wildom heighten every grace. 
Who can the double pain endure ? 
Or who muſt not reſign the field 
To thee, celeſtial Maid, ſecure 
With Cupid's bow and Pallas' ſhield ? 


XX 


If then to thee ſuch power is given, 

Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy heaven; 
Since we muſt {in ere it forgive. 

5 Yet pitying heaven not only does 

10 Forgive th' offender and th' offence, 
But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, 
As the reward of penitence. 


And 
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NVE gods | was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart. 
Oh gently throb,-—too fierce thou art. 
Tell me thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd ? 
For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 


And thou bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 

Lodged ſo near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 
And foftly tell how dear I love. 

/ngrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, 
Ingroſſing all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given, 


I cannot blame thee : Were I lord 


Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 


I'd 
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I'd be a miſer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 


Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 


On theſe cold looks, that lifeleſs air, 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and loft deſire. 


Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade : 
Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart, 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt, 
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A YOUNG LADY 


ON HER SINGING. 


Uch, ſkild the tender verſe to frame, 
And ſoftly ſtrike the golden lyre; ; 
A ſtranger to the ſoftning flame, | 
And new to ev'ry mild deſire. 


Sweets that crown the budding year, 
Pour'd from the zephirs tepid wing, 

Saw Sappho in the grove appear, 
The rival of the vocal ſpring. 


To try the heart ſubduing ſtrains, 
Anon the vernal ſcenes impell 
O'er lofty rocks and rilly plains 
Soft warbled from th Eolian ſhell, 


Or fuch as in the bright abodes, 
The youngeſt Muſe with glories crown'd, 
To whom the Sire of men and Gods 
Gave all the enchanting pow'r of found, 


EE & ) 


As at the banquet of the ſky, 

Freed from the giant's impious arms, 
She drew each heavenly ear and eye, 
With beauty mingling muſic's charms, 


Had ſuch a voice ſure to prevail, 
Soft warbled from the ſyren ſtrand, 
What wonder, if each amorous fail 
Spontaneous ſought the tuneful land. 


Even thou who cautious wing'ſt thy way, 
Had given thy tedious wandrings o'er; 
By Julia's all-perſuading lay 
Fix'd ever to the pleaſing ſhore. 


A face ſo ſweet had ſure prevail'd 
With wiſdom's ſelf to hear the voice, 
Whilſt both the yielding heart aſſail'd, 
Here wiſdom might have fix'd his cho 
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E ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ſtrain; 
Amongſt all your number a lover ſo true, 
Was ne'er fo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 

Was ever a nymph ſo hard hearted as mine? 

She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. 

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : _ 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my ſighs. 
A boſom lo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 

Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! 

I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears : 

Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my prief. 

By night, while I flumber, ſtill haunted with care, 
1 ſtart up in anguiſh and ſigh for the fair: 

The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do fo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 

Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire; 

Nor think ſhe ſhou'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire ; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
Commend her to heaven, and thyſelf to the grave. 
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H the ſhepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſh, 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
Let eager looks, and dying ſighs, 
My lecret foul diſcover; 
While rapture trembling thro” mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 
The tender glance, the redning cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak / 
A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes fo ſweetly ſiniling, 

That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So fatally beguiling. 

Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 

Til] death c'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thees 

Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleiling given, 

Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of heaven. 
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Dieu ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 
Farewel each ſong that was diverting ; 
Love tunes my pipe to mournful Jays, 
I ſing of Delia and Damon's parting. 
Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 
The dear tormenting pleaſant paſſion, 
Till Delia's mildneſs had prevail'd 
On him to ſhew his inclination, 
Juſt as the fair one ſeem'd to give 
A patient ear to his love ſtory, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, 
To go in queſt of toilſome glory. 
Half ſpoken words hung on his tongue, 
Their eyes refus'd the uſual greeting; 
And ſighs ſupply'd their wonted ſong, 
Theſe charming ſounds were chang'd to weeping. 
A. Dear idol of my ſoul, adieu: 
Ceaſe to lament, but ne'er to love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other charms ſhall ever move me. 
B. Alas? who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her ? 
The thought deſtroys my heart with care, 
Adieu, my dear, I fear for ever. 
A, If ever I forget my vows, 
May then my guardian angel leave me : 
And more to aggravate my woes, 
Be you ſo good as to forgive me. 
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Ould'ſt thou know her ſacred charms 
Who this deſtin'd heart alarms, 
What kind of nymph the heavens decree 
The maid that's made for love and me. 
Who pants to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
From each ungentle paſſion free; 
Such the maid that's made fur me. 
Who joys whene'er ſhe ſees me glad, 
Who ſorrows when ſhe ſees me fad; 
For peace aud me can pomp reſign, 
Such the heart that's made for mine. 
Whoſe foul with gen' rous friendſhip glows; 
Who feels the bleſſing ſhe beſtows; 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Such be mine, if ſuch there be. 
Whoſe genuine thoughts devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 
A ſimple train, from falſehood free, 
Such the maid that's made for me. 
Avaunt ye light coquets, retire 
Whom glittering fops around admire ; 
Unmov'd your tinſel charms I ſee, 
More genuine beauties are for me. 
Should Love, fantaſtic à he is, 
Raiſe up ſome rival to my bliſs; 
And ſhould ſhe change, but can that be:? 
Na other maid is made for me. 
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By a Young LADY on reading the foregoing- 


F you would know, my deareſt friend, 
The man whole merit may pretend 
To gain my heart, that yet is free, 
Him that's made for love and me: 
His mind ſhou'd be his chiefeſt care, 
All his improvements centre there, 
From each unmanly paſlion free; 
That is the man who's made for me. 
Whoſe generous boſom goodneſs warms, 
Whom ſacred virtue ever charms, 
Who to no vice a ſlave will be; 
This is the man who's made for me. 
Whoſe tongue can eaſily impart 
The dictates of his honeſt heart, 
In plain good ſenſe ; from flattr'y free; 
Such he muſt be who's made for me. 
He alone can love inſpire, 
Who feels the warmth of friendſhip's fire ; 
Humane and pen'rous, kind and free; 
That is the man who's made for me. 
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If ſuch an one, my friend &er tries 
To make me his by ſtricteſt ties, 
The ſtudy of my life ſhall be, 

To pleaſe the man fo dear to me. 

Ye powder'd beaux, from me retire, 
Who only your dear ſelves admire 
Tho? deck'd in richeſt lace you be, 

No tinſel'd fop has charms for me. 
Cla/gow. 
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Gentle maid ! whoe'er thou art, 

That ſeek'ſt to blels a friendly heart; 
Whoſe mule and mind ſeem fram'd to prove 
The tenderneſs of mutual love : 

The heart that flutters in his breaſt, 
That longs and pants to be at reſt, 
Roam'd all around thy ſex, to find 
A gentle mate; and hop'd her kind. 

I ſaw a face—and found it fair; 

I ſearch'd a mind—ſaw goodneſs there: 
Goodnels and beauty both combin'd ; 
But Heav'n forbad her to be kind. 
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To thee for refuge dare I fly, h 
The victim of another eye? 
Poor gift ! a loſt, rejected heart, g 
Deep wounded by a foreign dart. mn 


From this inevitable chain, 
Alas! I hope to 'icape in vain. 
Is there a pow'r can let me free, 
A pow'r on earth—or is it thee ? 

Yet were thy cheek as Venus fair ; 
Bloom'd all the Paphian goddeſs there, 
Such as ſhe bleſs'd Adonis' arms; 

Thou couldſt but equal Lavga's charms. 

Or were thy gentleſt mind replete 
With all that's mild, that's ſoft, that's ſweet ; 
Was all that's ſweet, foft, mile, combin'd, 
Thou couldſt but equal LA uRA's mind. 

Since beauty, goodneſs, is not found 
Of equal force to ſooth this wound, 

Ah! what can ea'e my anguiſh'd mind? 
Perhaps the charm of being kind. 
Canſt thou tranſported view the lays 


That warble forth another's praiſe, 


Indulgent to the vow unknown, 

Well pleas'd with homage not thy own ? 
Canſt thou the ſighs with pity hear 

That {well to touch another's ear! 

Canſt thou with ſoft compaſſion ſee 

The tears that fall, and not for thee ? 
Canſt thou thy blooming hopes reſign, 

The vow ſincere, ſo dearly thine ; 
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All theſe reſign, and prove to me 
What La RA wou'd not deign to be? 

When at thy feet I trembling fall, 
My life, my ſoul, my LAuRA call; 
Wilt thou my anxious cares beguile, 
And o'er thy face ſpread Lavra's ſmile. 

Perhaps Time's gently ſtealing pace 
May Lavuka's fatal form efface, 
Thou to my heart alone be dear, 
Alone thy image triumph here. 

Come then, beſt angel! to my aid; 
Come, ſure thou'rt ſuch, the gentleſt maid: 
If thou canſt work this cure divine, 


My heart henceforth is whally thine. 
Edinburgh. 
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Younc LADY s ANSWER. 


Our LAURA's charms I cannot boaſt ; 
For beauty I ne'er was a toaſt ; 
I'm not remarkable for ſenſe ? 
To wit I've not the leaſt pretence. 
If gold and ſilv er have the power 
To charm, no thouſands ſwell my dower, 
No ſhining treaſures I poſſeſs, 
To make the world my worth confeſs. 
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An honeſt, plain, good natur'd laſs, 

(The character by which I paſs), 
I doubt will ſcarcely have the art 
To drive your Lauka from your heart, 

But, Sir, your having been in love, 
Will not your title to me prove: 

Far nobler qualities muſt be 
In him who's made for love and me. 

"Tis true, you can with eaſe impart 
The dictates of your honeſt heart, 

In plain good ſenſe, from flatt'ry free: 
But this alone won't anſwer me. 

Once more peruſe my lines with care ; 
Try if you find your picture there: O 
For by that teſt you'll quickly ſee, | 
If you're the man who's made for me. 


Glaſgow. 


LY; 
* ot 


x 
* 
* 


1 
B R A ES of I AR RO W, 


1 0 
Lady Janet HOME, 


IN IMITATION 


OF THE ANCIENT SCOTTISH MANNER, 


A. JD USK ye, buſk ye, my bony bony bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow ? 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bony bony bride, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 


B. Where gat ye that bony bony bride ? 
Where gat ye that winfome marrow ? 
A. I gat her where I dare na weil be ſeen, 

Puing the birks on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bony bony bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winlome marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leive 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


B. Why bY 
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B. Why does ſhe weep, thy bony bony bride ? 
Why does ſhe weep thy winſome marrow * 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow ? 


A. Lang maun ſhe weep, lang maun ſhe, maun ſlie weep 


Lang maun ſhe weep with dule and ſorrow, 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow, 


For ſhe has tint her luver luver dear, 
Her luver dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 
And I hae ſlain the comlieſt ſwain 


That e' er pu'd birks on the Braes of Yarrow, 


Why runs thy ſtream, O Yarrow, Yarrow red ? 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of ſorrow ? 
And why yon melancholeous weids 
Hung on the bony birks of Yarrow ! 


What yonder floats on the rueful rueful flude ? 
What's yonder floats? O dule and forrow ! 
*Tis he the comely ſwain I flew 
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow. 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears, with dule and ſorrow, 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 
And lay him on the Braes cf Yarrow. 
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Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters ſad, 
Ye ſiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in waeful wile, 
His helpleſs fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſcleſs uſcleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt 
His comely breaſt on the Braes of Yarrow, 


Did I not warn thee not to lue, 

And warn from fight, but to my ſorrow, 
O'er raſhly bald a ſtronger arm 

Thou met'ſt, and fell on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Sweet ſmells the birk, green grows, green grows the graſs, 
Yellow on Yarrow's bank the gowan, 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet? as ſweet, as ſweet flows T weed, 


As green its graſs, its gowan yellow, 
As ſweet ſmells on its braces the birk, 


The apple frae the rock as mellow. 


Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve, 
In floury bands thou him did'ſt fetter, 

Tho” he was fair and weil beluv'd again, 
Than me, he never lued thee better. 
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Buſk ye, then buſk, my bony bony bride, 
Buſk ye, bulk ye, my winſome marrow, 
Buſk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow, 


C. How can I buſk a bony bony bride, 
How can I buſk a winſome marrow, 
How lue him on the banks of Tweed, 
That ſlew my luve ou the Braes of Yarrovy. 


O Yarrow fields, may never never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was baſely ſlain my luve, 
My luve, as he had not been a lover, 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, twas my awn ſeuing, 

Ah ! wretched me! I little little ken'd 
He was in thele to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk white milk-white ſteed, 
Unheedtul of my dule and forrow, 


But cer the toofal of the night 
He lay a corps on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


Much I rejoic'd that waeful waefy] day; 
[ ſang, my voice the woods returning, 


But lang e'er night the (pear was flown 


That flew my Inve, and left me mourning. 


What 


M. 


E703 


What can my barbarous barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purſue me ? 
My luver's blood is on thy ſpear, 
How can'ſt thou, barbarous man, then woo me ? 


My happy ſiſters may be may de proud, 
With crue!, and ungentle ſcoffin, 

May bid me ſeek on Yarrow Braes |, 
My luver nailed in his coffin, 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 

And ſtrive with threatning words to muye me, 
My luver's blood is on thy ſpear, 

How can'it thou ever bid me luve thee ? 


Yes yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve, 
With bridal ſheets my body cover, 
Unbar ye bridal maids the door, 
Let in the expected huſband lover. 


But who the expected huſband huſband is? 

His hands, methinks, are bath'd in ſlaughter, 
Ah me ! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 

Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after. 


Pale as he is, here lay him lay him down, 
O lay his cold hcad on my pillow ; 

Take aff take aft theſe bridal weids, 
And crown my careful head with willow, 


( 723 ) 
Pale tho? thou art, yet beſt yet beſt beluy'd, 
O could my warmth to life reſtore thee, 
Yet lye all night between my brieſts, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale pale indeed, O lovely lovely youth, 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a ſlaughter, 

And lye all night between my brieſts, 
No youth ſhall ever lye there after. 


A. Return return, O mournful mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, 

Thy luver heeds nought of thy ſighs, 
He lyes a corps on the Braes of Yarrow. 
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Lady MARY MONTCOCO MER. 


O Yarrow flower, thou ſhalt be bleſt, 
To lye on beauteous Mary's breaſt; 
Go Yarrow flower ſo ſweetly ſmelling, 
Is there on earth ſo ſoft a dwelling ? 

Go lovely flower, thou prettieſt flower, 
That ever ſmil'd in Yarrow bower, 

Go daughter of the dewy morning, 
With Alves“ bluſh the fields adorning. 

Go lovely Roſe, what do'ſt thou here ? 
Ling'ring away thy ſhort liv'd year, 
Vainly ſhining, idly blooming, 

Thy unenjoyed ſweets conſuming. 

Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 

No hand to pull, no eye to view ; 
What are thy charms no heart deſiring ? 
What profits beauty none admiring ? 
Go Yarrow flower to Yarrow maid, 
And on her panting boſom laid, 
There all thy native form confeſſing, 
The charm of beauty is poſſeſſing. 
L 
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Come Yarrow maid from Yarrow ficld, 
What pleaſure can the deſart yield! 
Come to my breaſt O all excelling, 
Is there on earth ſo kind a dwelling ? 
Come my dear maid, thou prettieſt maid, 
That ever ſmil'd in Yarrow ſhade, 
Come ſiſter of the dewy morning, 
With Alves“ bluſh the dance adorning. 
Come lovely maid, love calls thee here, 
Linger no more thy flecting year, 
Vainly ſhining, idly. blooming, 
Thy unenjoyed ſweets conſuming. 
Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 
No hand to preſs, no eye to view; 
What are thy charms no heart deſiring ? 
What profits beauty none admiring? 
Come Yarrow maid with Yarrow roſe, 
Thy maiden graces all diſcloſe ; 
Come bleſt by all, to all a bleſſing, 
The charm of beauty is poſſeſſing. 
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E ſhepherds of this pleaſant vale 
Where Yarrow ſtreams along, 
Forſake your rural toils and join 
In my triumphant ſong. 
She grants, ſhe yields; one heavenly ſmile 
Atones her long delays, 
One happy minute crowns the pains 
Of many ſuffring days. 
Raiſe, raiſe the victor notes of joy, 
Thele ſuffering days are o'er, 
Love ſatiates now his boundleſs wiſh 
From beauties boundleſs ſtore ; 
No doubtful hopes, no anxious fears 
This riſing calm deſtroy, 
Now every proſpect ſmiles around 
All opening into joy. 
The ſun with double huſtre ſhone 
That dear conſenting hour, 
Brighten'd each hill, and o'er each vale 
New colour'd every flower ; 
The gales their gentle ſighs withheld, 
No leaf was ſeen to move, 
The hov'ring ſongſters round were mute, 
And wonder huſh'd the grove, 
The 
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The bills and dales no more reſound 
The lambkin' s tender cry, 

Without one murmur Yarrow ſtole 
In dimpling filence by; 

All nature ſeem'd in till repoſe 
Her voice alone to hear, 

That gently rol] d the tuneful wave, 
She ſpoke and bleſt my ear. 

Take, take, whate'er of bleſs or Joy 

Jou fondly fancy mine, 

Whate'er of joy or bleſs I boaſt 
Love renders wholly thine ; 

The woods ſtruck up, to the ſoft gale, 
The leaves were ſeen to move, 

The feather'd choir reſum'd their voice, 
And wonder filled the grove. | 

The hills and dales again reſound 
The lambkins tender cry, 

With all his murmurs Yarrow trill'd 

I be ſong of triumph by; 

Above, beneath, around, all on 

Was verdure, beauty, ſong, 

1 ſnatch'd her to my trembling breaſt, 
all nature joy'd along. 
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O plaintive ſounds! and to the fair 
My ſecret wounds impart, 
Tell all] hope, tell all 1 fear, 
Each motion in my heart. 


But ſhe, methinks, is liſtning now, 
To ſome enchanting ſtrain, | 
The ſmile that triumphs o'er her brow, 
Seems not to heed my pain, 


Yes plaintive ſounds, yet, yet delay, 
Howe'er my love repine, 

Let that gay minute paſs away, 
The next perhaps is thine. 
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Yes plaintive ſounds, no longer croſt, 
Your griefs ſhall ſoon be o'er, 

Her cheek undimpled now, has loſt 
The ſmile it lately wore, 


Yes plaintive ſounds, ſhe now is yours, 
*Tis now your time to move; 

Eſſay to ſoften all her pow'rs, 
And be that ſoftneſs, love, 
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Ceaſe plaintive ſounds, your taſk is ny, 
That anxious tender air 

Proves o'er her heart the conqueſt won, 
I ſee you melting there. 


Return ye ſmiles, return again, 
Return each ſprightly grace, 

] yield up to your charming reign, 
All that enchanting face, 


T take no outward ſhew amiſs, 
Rove where they will, her eyes, 
Still let her ſmiles each ſhepherd bleſs, 
Sc ſhe but hear my ſighs. 
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OU aſk me, charming fair, 
Why thus I penſive go, 

From whence proceeds my care, 

What nouriſhes my woe ? 
Why ſeek'ſt the cauſe to find 

Of ills that I endure? 
Ah ! why fo vainly kind 

Unleſs reſolv'd to cure? 


It needs no magic art, 

To know whence my alarms, 
Examine your own heart, 

Go read them in your charme. 


Whene'er the youthful quire, 
Along the vale advance, 

To raile, at your deſire, 
The lay, or form the dance, 


Beneſicent to each, 

You ſome kind grace afford, 
Gentle in deed or ſpeech, 

A ſmile or friendly word. 
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Whilſt on my love you put 
No value;—Or the ſame, 
As if my fire was but 
Some paltry village flame. 


At this my colour flies, 

My breaſt with ſorrow heaves, 
The pain I would diſguiſe, 

Nor man nor maid deceives. 


My love ſtands all diſplay'd, 
Too ſtrong for art to hide, 

How ſoon the heart's betray'd 
With ſuch a clue to guide ! 


How cruel is my fate, 
Affronts I could have born, 

Found comfort in your hate, 
Or triumph'd in your ſcorn. 


But whilſt I thus adore, 
I'm driven to wild deſpair ; 
Indifference is more 
Than raging love can bear. 
* 
FE 36 
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O fame let Flatt'ry the proud column raiſe, 
And puilty greatneſs load with venal praiſe, 
This monument for nobler uſe defign'd 
Speaks to the heart, and riles for mankind; 
Whoſe moral ſtrain, if rightly underſtood, 
Invites thee to be humble, wile and good. 
Learn here of life, life's ev'ry ſacred end, 
Hence form the father, huſband, judge and friend: 
Here wealth and greatneſs found no partial grace, 
The poor look'd fearleſs in th' oppreſſors face; 
One plain good meaning thro” his conduct ran, 
And it he err'd, alas! he err'd as man. 
If then unconſcious of ſo fair a fame 
Thou read'ſt without the wiſh to be the ſame, 
'Tho' proud of titles, or of boundleſs ſtore, 
By blood ignoble, and by wealth made poor, 
Yet read; ſome vice perhaps thou may'(t reſign, 
Be ev'n that momentary virtue thine, 
Heav'n in thy breaſt here work its firſt eſſay, 
Think on this man, and paſs unblan:'d one day. 
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| Eneath this ſacred marble cver ſleeps 

1 For whom a father, mother, conſort weeps ; 
| Whom brothers, ſiſters pious griefs purſue, 

| And childrens tears with virtuous drops bedew: 

| The Loves and Graces grieving round appear, 

1 Ev'n Mirth herſelf becomes a mourner here; 

| The ſtranget who directs his ſteps this way 

ö Shall witneſs to thy worth, and wond'ring ſay, 
ii Thy life, tho* ſhort, can we unhappy call! 

q Sure thine was bleſt, for it was ſocial all: 

| O may no hoſlile hand this place invade, 

| For ever ſacred to thy gentle fhade, 


— CO EN — — 
— 2 2 * — 
— = —_ 


| Who knew in all life's offices to pleaſe, 

| | Join'd taſte to virtue, and to virtue eaſe; 
. 
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With riches bleſt did not the poor diſdain, 
Was knowing, humble, friendly, great, humane, 
vi By good men honour'd, by the bad approy'd, 
| il And lov'd the Mules, by the Muſes lov'd ; 
i Hail! and farewel, who bore the gentleſt mind, 
| | |; For thou indeed haſt been of human kind, 
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O hence inſtructed from this early urn, 
Wiſe as you weep, and better as you mourn ; 
This urn, where titles, fortune, youth repoſe, 
How vain the fleeting good that life beſtows ! 
Learn Age, when now it can no more ſupply, 
To quit the burden, and conſent to dy; 
Secure, the truly virtuous never tell, 
How long the part was acted, but how well; 
Youth, ſtand convicted of each fooliſh claim, 
Each daring wiſh of lengthen'd life and fame, 
Thy life a moment, and thy fame a breath, 
The natural end, oblivion and death; 
Hear then this ſolemn truth, obey its call, 
Submils adore, for this is mankind's all. 
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His unambitious ſtone preſerves a name 


To friendſhip ſanQify'd, untouch'd by fame, 
A ſon this rais'd, by holy duty fir'd, 


' Theſe ſung a friend, by friendly zeal inſpir'd. 


No venal falſhood ſtain'd the filial tear 
Unbought, unaſk'd, the friendly praiſe ſincere; 
Both for a good man weep; without offence, 

W ho led his days in eaſe and innocence, 

His tear role honeſt ; honeft roſe his (mile, 

His heart no falſhood knew, his tongue no guile; 
A ſimple mind with plain, juſt notions fraught, 
Nor warp'd by wit, nor by proud ſcience taught, 
Nature's plain tight {till rightly underſtocd, 

That never heſitates the fair and pood-.-- 

Who view'd ſelf balanc'd from his calm retreat, 
"The ſtorms that vex the buſy and the great, 
Unmingling in the ſcene, whate'er befel 

Pity'd his ſufſ'ring kind, and wiſh'd 'em well; 
Careleis if Monarchs trown'd, or ſtateſmen ſmil'd, 
1115 purer joy, Lis friend, his wife or child ; 
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Conſtant to act the hoſpitable part, 
Love in his look, and welcome in his heart, 
Such unpriz'd bleſſings did his life employ, 
The facial moment, the domeſtic joy, 
A joy beneficent, warm, cordial, kind, 
That leaves no,doubt, no grudge, no ſting behind : 
The heart-born rapture that from Virtue ſprings, 
The poor man's portion, God withheld from kings. 
This life at decent time was bid to ceaſe, 
Finiſh'd among his weepingg friends in peace; 
Go traveller, wiſh his ſhade eternal reſt, 
Go, be the ſame, for this is to be bleſt, 
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Nblam'd, O ſacred ſhrine, let me draw near, 
A ſiſter's aſhes claim a brother's tear, 
No ſemblant arts this copious ſpring ſupply, 
*Tis Nature's drops, that ſwell in friendſhip's eye; 
O'er this ſad tomb, ſee kneeling brothers bend, 
Who wail a ſiſter, that excell'd a friend; 
A child like this each parent's with engage, 
Grace of his youth and ſolace of his age: 
Hence the chaſte virgin learn each pious art 
Who ſighs ſincere to bleſs a virtuous heart, 
The faithful youth, when Heaven the choice inſpires, 
Such hope the partner of his kind deſires. 
Oh early loſt! yet early all fulfill'd 
Each tender office of wife, ſiſter, child; 
All theſe in early youth, thou hadſt obtain'd ; 
The fair maternal pattern yet remain'd, 
Heav'n ſought not that——elſe Heav'n had bid to ſpare; 
To thine ſucceeds now Providence's care - 
Amid! 


8 
Amidſt the pomp that to the dead we give 
To ſooth the vanity of thoſe that live, 
Receive thy deſtin'd place, a hallow'd grave, 
*Tis all we can beſtow, or thou can'ſt crave, 
Be theſe the honours that imbalm thy name, 
The matron's praiſe, woman's beſt ſilent fame, 
Such to remembrance dear, thy worth be found, 
When Queens, and flatterers fleep forgot around, 
Till awful ſounds ſhall break the folemn reſt, 
Then wake amongſt the bleſt, for ever bleſt. 
Mean while upon this ſtone, thy name ſhall live, 
Sure heaven will let this pious verte ſurvive. 
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| Hate'er all- giving nature cou'd impart, 8 
Whate'er or charm'd the eye, or warm'd the heart, 
Beauty, by candid Virtue ſtill approv'd, Our 


Virtue, by Beauty render d moſt belov'd ; 
Whate'er kind Friendſhip, or endearing Truth, 
For bleſt old age had treaſur'd up in youth; 
What bleſt old age, in its laſt calm adieu, 
Might with applauſe and conſcicus joy review, 
Repoſes here, to wake in endleſs bliſs, 

Too early raviſh'd from a world like this ! 
Where fair examples ſtrike, but not inſpire 
To imitate the virtues all admire : 

Yet liſten, virgins! to this ſaving ſtrain, 

If ſhe has liv'd,-—Let her not die in vain. 
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Tay, paſſenger; this ſtone demands thy tear; 
. Here reſt the hopes of many a tender year: 
our ſorrow now ſo late our joy and praiſe! 

Loſt in the mild Aurora of her days. 

What Virtues might have grac'd her fuller day 
But ah! the charm juſt ſhown and ſnatch'd away.“ 
Friendſhip, Love, Nature, all reclaim in vain; 
Heav'n when it wills, reſumes it gifts again. 
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Interred in the Chapel of Seton-houſe. 


N theſe once hallowed walls' neglected ſhade, 
Sacred to piety and to the dead, 

Where the long line of Seton's race repoſe, 
Whoſe tombs to wiſdom, or to valour roſe ; 
Tho' now a thankleſs age, to flavery prone, 
Paſt fame deſpiſing, careleſs of its own, 
Records no more; each public virtue fled, 
Who wiſely counſell'd, or who bravely bled. 
Tho' here the warrior {tield is hung no more, 
But every violated trophy tore, 


Heav'n's praiſe, man's honour, ſhare one ſhameful lot, 


God and his image both alike forgot. 

To this fweet maid a kindred place is due, 
Her earth ſhall conſecrate theſe walls anew, 
The muſe that liſtens to deſert alone, 

Snatches from fate, and leals thee for her own. 
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8 this fair marble to the world impart 
Half of the woes that rend a huſband's heart, 

Could it be taught to look with nature's eye, 

Like friendſhip cou'd it breathe the tender ſigh, 

With each dear rapture bid the boſom glow, 

Love e' er cou'd taſte, or tenderneſs beſtow, 

Then might it tow'r unblam'd amid the ſxies, 

And not to vanity, but virtue riſe. 

Its nobleſt pomp the humble eye endure, 

And pride, when moſt it ſwell'd, here find a cure. 

Ceaſe then——nor at the ſovereign will repine, 

t gives we bleſs, it ſnatches we reſign : 

To earth what came from earth returns again, 

Heav'n fram'd th' immortal part above to reign. 
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Son, a Wife, bad the plain marble ariſe; 
Beneath the ſacred ſhade a good man lies. 

In Britaip's ſenate long unblam'd he ſate 
And anxious trembled for her doubtful fate: 
Above all giddy hopes, all ſelfiſh ends, 
Hls country was his family and friends. 
Children! weep not, thus cruelly bereft ; 
The fair example of his life is left; 
Another far more laſting, ſafe Eſtate 
Than e' er deſcended from the rich and great: 
Theirs fall to time or fortune ſoon a prey; 
Or the poor gift of kings, kings ſnatch away: 
Your bleſt ſucceſſion never can be leſs, 


Still as you imitate you {till poſſeſs. 
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A SUMMER-HOUSE in my own Garden. 


| W Hilſt round my head the Zephirs gently play, 
To calm reflection I reſign the day; 

From all the ſervitudes of life releaſt 

I bid mild Friendſhip to the ſober feaſt, 

Nor beauty baniſh from the hallow'd ground, 

She enters here to ſolace not to wound, 

All elſe excluded from the ſacred ſpot, 

One half deteſted, and one half forgot : 

All the mad human tumult, what to me ? 


Here chaſte Calliope, I live with thee, 
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A Drar in my Garden. 


(23> at a potent leader's voice it ſtay'd, 

Once it went back when a good monarch pray'd, 
Mortals, howe'er we grieve, howe'er deplore, 

The flying ſhadow ſhall return no more. 
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lew all around, the works of power divine, 
Enquire, explore, admire, extol, reſign ; 
This is the whole of human kind below, 
'Tis only giv'n beyond the grave to know. 


INSCRIPTION on a DOG. 


'N Alm tho' not mean, couragious without rage, 
5 Serious not dull, and without thinking ſage ; 
i] Pleas'd at the lot that nature has aſſign'd, 

11 Snarl as I liſt, and freely bark my mind, 
1 As churchman wrangle not with jarring ſpite, 
11 Nor Stateſman like careſſing whom I bite; 
| View all the canine kind with equal eyes, 
I dread no maſtif, and no cur deſpiſe. 

" True from the firſt, and faithful to the end, 
4 1 balk no miſtreſs, and forſake no friend.] 

4 My days and nights one equal tenor keep, 

1 Faſt but to eat, and only wake to ſleep. 
Thus ſtealing along life I live inc, 
A very plain and downright honeſt Dog. 
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F join'd to make up virtue's glorious tale, 
A weak, but pious aid can aught avail, 
Each ſacred ſtudy, each diviner page 

That once inſpir'd my youth, ſhall ſooth my age. 
Deaf to ambition, and to intereſt's call; 

Honour my titles, and enough my all; 

No pimp of pleaſure, and no ſlave of (late, 

Serene from fools, and ꝑuiltleſs of the great, 

Some calm and undiſturb'd retreat I'll chuſe 

Dear to myſelf and friends, Perhaps the muſe 

May grant, while all my — her charms imploy, 
| If not a future fame, a preſent joy, 
Pure from each feveriſh hope, each 
Thoughts that improve, and ſlum F | 
A ſtedtaſt peace of mind, rais'd far ö J 
The puilt of hate and weakneſſes of Love, 
Studious of life, yet tree from anxious care, 

To others candid, to mylelf ſevere, 

Filial, ſubmiſſive to the ſovereign will, 

Glad of the good, and patient of the ill, 

I'll work in narrow ſphere, what heaven approves, 
Abating hatreds, ang increaſing loves, 
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My friendſhip, ſtudies, pleafures, all my own L 

Alike to envy, and to fame unknown : T 

Such in ſome bleſt aſylum let me ly, By 

Take off my fill of life, and wait, not wiſh to dy. T 
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In Imitation of HAMLET. 1 

Gi 

Y anxious ſoul is tore with doubtful ſtrife, os 

And hangs ſuſpended betwixt death and life; 7 

Life ! death! dread objects of mankind's debate; Fe 

Whether ſuperior to the ſhocks of fate, wh 
To bear its fierceſt ills with ſtedfaſt mind, 
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To Nature's order piouſly reſign'd, T1 

Qr, with magnanimous and brave diſdain, pl. 

Return her back th' injurious gift again. T1 

O ! if to die, this mortal buſtle o'er, 
Were but to cloſe one's eyes, and be no more; * 
From pain, from ſickneſs, ſorrows, ſafe withdrawn, ws 


In night eternal that ſhall know no dawn ; 
This dread, imperial, wondrous frame of man, 
Loſt in ſtill nothing, whence it firſt began: 
Yes, if the grave ſuch quiet could ſupply, 
Devotion's ſelf might even dare to die. 
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Leſt hapleſs victors in the mortal ſtrife, 

Thro? death we ſtruggle but to ſecond life. 

But, fearful here, tho? curious to explore, 
Thought pauſes, trembling on the hither ſhore * 
What ſcenes may riſe, awake the human fear; 
Being again reſum'd, and God more near; 

If awful thunders the new gueſt appall, 

Or the ſoft voice of gentle mercy call. 

This teaches life with all its ills to pleaſe, 
Afflicting poverty, ſevere diſeaſe; 

To lowelt infamy gives power to charm, 

And ſtrikes the dagger from the boldeſt arm. 
Then, Hamlet, ceale ; thy raſh reſolves forego z 
God, Nature, Reaſon, all will have it ſo; 
Learn by this ſacred horror, well ſappreſt, 
Each fatal purpoſe in the traitor's breaſt. 

Tuis damps revenge with ſalutary fear, 

And {ſtops ambition in its wild career, 

Till virtue for itſelf begin to move, 

And fervile fear exalt to filial love. 

Then in thy breaſt let calmer paſſions riſe, 
Pleas'd with thy lot on earth, abſolve the ſkies, 
The ills of life ſee Friendſhip can divide; 

See angels warring on the good man's fide, 
Alone to virtue happinels is given, 

On carth felt-fatisfy'd, and crown'd in heaven. 
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Yſterious inmate of this breaſt, 

Enkindled by thy flame ; 
By thee my being's beſt expreſt, 
For what thou art I am. 

With thee I claim celeſtial birth, 

A ſpark of heaven's own ray ; 
Without thee {ink to vileſt earth, 
Inanimated clay. 

Now in this ſad and diſmal hour 
Of multiply'd diſtreſs, 
Has any former thought the power 
To make thy ſorrows leſs, 

When all around thee cruel ſnares 
Threaten thy deſtin'd breath, 
And every ſharp reffection bears 
Want, exile, chains or deith. 

Can ought that paſt in youth's fond reipn 
Thy pleaſing vein reſto©:e 
Lives beauty's pay. and feſtive train 
In memorv's foft tore ? 
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Or does the Muſe ? ” Tis ſaid her art 
Can ſierceſt pangs appeaſe, 

Can ſhe to thy poor trembling heart 
Now ſpeak the words of peace ? 

Yet ſhe was wont at early dawn 

To whiſper thy repoſe, 
Nor was her friendly aid withdrawn 
At grateful evening's cloſe. 

Friendſhip, *tis true, its ſacred might, 

May mitigate thy doom; 
As lightning ſhot acroſs the night, 
A moment gilds the gloom. 

O God ! thy providence alone | 
Can work a wonder here, 
Can change to gladneſs every moan, : | 
And baniſh all my fear. 

Thy arm all powerful to fave, 

May every doubt deltroy ; 
And from the horrors of the grave, 
New raiſe to life and joy. 

From this, as from a copious ſpring, 
Pure conſolation flows; 

Makes the faint heart midſt ſufferings ſing, 
and midſt deſpair repoſe. 

Yet from its creature gracious Heaven, 
Moſt merciful and juſt, 

Aſlcs but for life and ſafety given, 
Our faith and humble truſt. 


{ 100 ) 


RR eee 


C 


eee eee, 


A 


r 


C. 


Hro' life's ſtrange myſtic paths, how mankind ſtray: 
A contradiction {till in all their ways; 

In youth's gay bloom, in wealth's inſulting hour; 
As Heav'n all mercy was, they live ſecure, 

Yet full of fears, and anxious doubts expire, 

And in the awful judge forget the Sire. 

Fair Virtue then with faithful ſteps purſue, 

Thy good deeds many, thy offences few; 

That at the general doom thou may'ſt appear 
With ſilial hope to ſooth thy conſcious fear; 
Then to pepetual bliſs expect to live, 

Thy Saviour is thy judge, and may forgive, 


8 


ays: 


5 


＋L. LITT FIÞ& ISS SS SSSI SIS I$S$$ $$ r 
TCC 
bhp pr ppp prop br e 


p Ws. 
A 


FR AG ME MN 


F Doves ſweet gentle birds, the heaven born Muſe 
Prepares to ſing, their manners and what law, 

The blameleſs race obey, their cares and loves. 
O ſacred VIRGIN, that, to me unſeen 
Yet pręſent, whilpers nightly in my ear 
Love dited ſong or tale of martial Knight, | 
As beſt becomes the time: and aidful grants | 
Celeſtial grace implor'd, O, bounteous, ſay | 
What fav'rite maid in her firſt bloom of youth 
Wilt chuſe to honour? ſeem I not to ſee 
The laure! ſhake, and hear the voice divine 
Sound in mine ear: With Erikine beſt agrees 
© The ſong of Doves : herſelf a dove, well pleas'd 
© Liſten gracious to the tale benign, and hear 
© How the chaſte bird with word's of fondling love, | 
« Soft billing, woo's his maid, their ſpouſal loves, | 
Pure and unſtain'd with jealous fear of change; | 
© How ſtudious they to build their little neſts | 
Nature's artificers ! and tender, breed | 


( 102 ) 


# Their unfledg'd children, till they wing their flight, 
© Each parent's care. Come, as the Mule ordains, 
O thou of every grace, whole looks of love, * 
Erſkine, attractive, draw all wond'ring eyes 
Conſtant to gaze; and whoſe ſubduing ipeech 
Drops as the honey comb, and grace is pour'd 

Into thy lips: for ever thee attends 

Sweetneſs thy handmaid, and, with beauty, clothes 
As with the morning's robe inveſted round : 

O come, again invok d, and ſmiling lend A 
Thy pleas'd attention, whilſt in figur d filk 

Thy knowing needle plants th* embroider'd flower * 
As in its native bed: ſo may'ſt thou find [1 
Delight perpetual and th' inclining ear 


Of heav'n propitious to thy maiden vow, ut f 

When thou ſhalt ſeek from Love a youth adorn'd Wit 

With all perfection, worthy of thy choice, 3 

To bleſs thy night of joy and ſocial care. oe 

O bappy he, for whom the vow is made. Beko 
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F HE care of gardens, and the gardens pride 
To rear the blooming Flowers, invites the Muſe ; 

A grateful taſk! To thee, O Hung, ſhe ſings 

Well pleas'd amid the verdant walks to ſtray 

With thee, her chief delight, when ſummer ſmiles. 

Come now my Love, nor tear the winter's rage ; 

For ſee the winter's paſt, the rains are gone: 

Behold the fiaging of the birds is now, 

Seaton benign, the joyous race prepare 

Their native melody, and warbling airs 

Are heard in ev'ry grove: the Flowers appear 

Earth's ſmiling offspring, and the beauteous meads 

Are cloath'd in pleaſant green; now fruitful trees 

Put forth their tender buds that foon ſhall (well 

With rich nectareous juice, and woo thy hand 

To pluck their ripen'd ſweets. Forſake a while 

The noiſe of cities, and with me retire 

To rural {olitude: Lo! for thy head 

| weave a garland, deck'd with vernal flowers, 

MWolet, and byacinth, and bluſhing roſe 
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Of ev'ry rich perfume; here in this calm 

And undiſturb'd retreat content to dwell 
Secluded from mankind, with thee and Love 
Sweetner of human cares: But thou perhaps 
Delight ſt to hear the voice that bids thee come 
To feſtival and dance, thou long'ſt to meet 
The raptur'd youth, that at aſſembly hour 
Awaits thy coming : haſte adorn'd in all 

Thy native ſoftneſs, freſh as breathing flowers 
Swect ſmelling in the morning dew, and fire 
His ſoul, ill able to reſiſt ſuch charms, 

Won with attractive ſmiles : while I far off 
Bemoan thy abſence, and thy image form 

In ev'ry thicket and each ſecret prove, 

To ſooth my longing mind by Fancy's aid, 
Pleaſing reſemblance ! until thou thyſelf, 

O faireſt among women, deign to grace 

The bower that Love prepares, from me to learn 


The care and culture of the flowery kind. 
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Frowers Book x. 
A TOR to the garden ſole where Fair reſides | 
As in her court the ſcarlet Queen, amid 
Her train of flow'ry Nymphs, does Nature boon 
Indulge her gifts: but to each nameleſs field, 
When the warm ſun rejoicing in the year 
Stirs up the latent juice, ſhe ſcatters wide 
Her roſy children : then innumerous births, 
As from the womb ſpring up, and wide perfume 
Their cradles with ambroſial fweets around. 
Far as the eye can reach all nature ſmiles, 
Hill, dale, or valley, where a lucid ſtream 
Leads, thro” the level-down, his filver maze, 
Gliding, with even pace, direct, as one 
On journey bent, and now meand'ring fair, 
Unnumber'd currents to and fro convolv'd, 
His paſtime, underneath the azure-preen 
The wanton fſhes ſport ; and round his banks, 
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ole or in conſort, the aerial kind 

Relound in air with ſong : the wild thyme here 
Breathes fragrance, aud a thouſand glittering flowers 
Art never ſow'd. Even here the riſing weed 

The landſcape paints the lion's yellow tooth, 

Th' enamell'd daily, with its roſe adorn'd 

The prickly briar, and the Thiſtle rude, 

An armed Warrior, with his hoſt of ſpears. 
Thrice happy plant! fair Scotia's greateſt pride, 
Emblem of modeſt valour, unprovokt 

That harmeth not, provok'd that will not bear 
Wrong unreveng'd ; what tho' the humble root 
Diſhonour'd erſt, the growth of every field 

Aroſe unheeded thro' the ſtubborn ſoil 

Jejune : tho' ſofter flowers, diſdainful, fly 

Thy fellowſhip, nor in the noſe-gay join, 

Ill match'd compeers; not less the dews of Heav'n 


Bathe thy rough cheeks, and waſh thy warlike mail, 


Gift of indulgent ſkies! tho' lily pure 
And roſe of fragrant leaf, beſt repre ent 
Maria's ſnowy breaſt and ruddy chcek 
Bluſhing with bloom: tho* Ormond's laurel rear 
Sublimer branch, indulging loftier ſhade 

To heaven inſtructed bard, that ſtrings beneath, 
Melodious, his ſounding wire, to tales 

Of beauties praiſe, or from viftorious camps 
Heroes returning fierce. Unenvycd may 
The ſnowy lily flouriſh round the brow 

Of Gallia's king: the Thiille happier far 
Exalted into nobler fame, ſhall riſe 
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Triumphant o'er each flower, to Scotia's bards 
Subject of laſting ſong, their Monarch's choice; 
Who, bounteous to the lowly weed, refus'd 
Each other plant, and bade the Thiſtle wave, 
Embroider'd, in his enſigns, wide diſplay'd 
Along the mural breach : how oft, beneath 

Its martial influence, has Scotia's ſons 

Thro' every age with dauntleſs valour fought 
On every hoſtile ground? while o'er their breaſt, 
Companion to the Silver ſtar, bleſt type 

Of fame unſullied and ſuperior deed, 
Diſtinguiſh'd ornament ! their native plant 
Surrounds the fainted croſs, with coſtly row 

Of gems, emblaz'd, and flame of radiant gold, 
A lacred mark, their glory and their pride. 

But wouldſt thou know how firſt th' illuſtrious Plant 
Role to renown ; hear the recording Mule, 
While back thro' ages that have roll'd ſhe leads 
Th enquiring eye, and wakens into life 
Heroes and mighty kings whoſe god-like deeds 
Arc now no more, yet {till the fame ſurvives, 
Victor o'er time, the triumph of the Muſe. 

As yet for love of arts and arms renown'd, 
For hoary Sires with gifts of wiſdom grac'd, 
Unrival'd maids in beauties bloom, deſire 
Of every eye, and youthful gallant chiefs 
For courage fam'd and bleſt with ſacred ſong, 
Flouriſh'd, ſublime, the Pictiſn throne ; and ſhar'd, 
Rival of Scotia's power, fair Caledon, 

Zquals in ſway, while both alike aſpired 
To 
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To ſingle rule, diſdaining to obey: 
Oft led by hate and thirſt of dire revenge 
For raviſh'd beauty, or for kindred lain, 
Wide-waſting others realms with inroads fierce 
Until the Second Kenneth, preat in arms, 
Brandiſh'd th' avenging iword, that low in duſt, 
Humbled the haughty race: yet oft, of war 
Weary, and havock dire, in mutual blood 
Embru'd, the nations join'd in leagues of peace 
Short ſpace enjoy'd; when nice ſuſpicious fears 
By jealous love of Empire bred, again, 
With tatal breath, blew the dire flame of war, 
Rekindling fierce : thus when Achaius reign'd, 
By the diſpoſing will of gracious Heav'n 
Qrdain'd the Prince of Peace. Fair Ethelind 
Grace of the Pictiſn throne, in roſy youth, 
Of beauties bloom, in his young heart, inſpir'd 
Spouſal-deſires, ſoft love, and dove-ey'd peace. 
Her dowry. Then, his hymeneal torch, 
Concord, high brandiſh'd; and in bonds of love, 
Link'd the contending race. But ah ! how vain 
Hopes mortal man, his joys on earth to laſt 
Perpetual and ſincere : for Athelſtane, 
Fierce from the conqueſt of preat Alured, 
Northumbrian ruler, came. On Tweda's ſhore 
Full twenty thouſand braſen ſpears, he fixt, 
Shining a deathful view ; diſmay'd the brave 
Erſt undiſmay'd: even he, their warlike chief, 
Hungus, in arms, a great and mighty name, 
Felt his fierce heart, ſupended, if to meet 


Th 
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Th' outrageous Saxon, dreadful in the ranks 
Of battle difarray'd. Suppliant of help; 

He ſues the Scottiſh race, by friendly ties 
Adjur'd and nuptial rites and equal fears. 

Led by their gallant prince, the cholen train 
Foriake their native walls. The glad acclaim 
Of ſhoutin g crowds, and the ſoft virgins wiſh 
Purſue the parting chiets to battle ſent, 

With omens not averſe. Darkneſs aroſe 
O'er heav'n and earth, as now but narrow ſpace 
Sundered each hoſtile force: ſole in his tent 
The youthful chief the hope of Albion, lay 
Slumb'ring ſecure, when in the hour oi ſleep 

A venerable form, St. Andrew, ſeen 

Majeſtic, ſolemn, grand, before his fight 

In viſion, ſtood : his deep and piercing eye 
Look'd wiſdom, and mature ſedateneis weigh'd 
To doubtful counſels, from his temples flow'd 
His hair, white as the ſnowy fleece that clothes 
The Alpine ridge, a-croſs his ſhoulders hung 

A baldric, where ſome heavenly pencil wrought 
Th' events of years to come prophetic drawn, 
Seaſons and times : in his right hand he held 

A croſs, far beaming thro? the night; his left 
A pointed Thiſtle rear'd. Fear not he cry'd 
Thy country's early pride; for lo ! to thee 
Commillion'd I, from heav'n's eternal King, 
Xtherial meſſenger of tidings glad, 

Propitious now am ſent. Then be thou bold, 
Jo morrow ſhall deliver to thy hand 
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The troops of Athelitane. But oh! attend, 

Inſtructed from the ſkies, the terms of Fate, 

Conditional, aſſign'd; for if miſled 

By facred luſt of arbitrary 'way, 

Thou, or of thee to come, thy race ſhall wage 

Injurious war, unrighteous to invade 

His neighbour's realms, who dares the guilty deed, 

Him Heaven ſhall deiert in needful hour 

Of ſad diſtreſs, deliver'd o'er a prey 

To all the nations round. This plant I bear, 

Expreſſive emblem of thy equal «ed. 

This, inoffenſive in its native fielo, 

Peaceful inhabitant, and lowly grows; 

Yet who with hoſtile hands its briſtly ſpears 

Unpuniſh'd may provoke? and ſuch be thou 
Unprompt t'invade, and active to defend; 

Wile fortitude ! but when the morning flames, 

Secure, in heav'n, againſt von tated hoſt 

Go up and overcome. When home return'd 

With triumph crown'd, grateful to me ſhalt rear 

A riſing temple on the deſtin'd ſpace, 

With lofty towers and battlements adorn'd, 

A houſe where God ſhall dwell. The viſion ſpoke, 

And mix'd with night, when ſtarting from his couch 

The youth from ſlumber wak'd, The mingled cries 

Of horſe, and horſemen furious for the day, 

Aſſail his ears. And now both armies clos'd 

Tempeſtuous fight. Aloud the welkin roars, 

Reſounding wide, and groans of death are heard 

Superior oer the din. The rival Chiefs 
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Each adverſe battle gor d. Here Athelſtane, 
Horrent in mail, rear'd high his moony ſhield 
With Saxon trophies charg'd and deeds of blood, 
Horrid atchievement ! nor leſs furious there 
Hungus enflam'd with deſp'rate rage, and keen 
Deſire of victory: and near him join'd, 
With ſocial valour, by the viſion fir'd, 
The hopes of Caledon, the Scottiſh oak 
Plies fe-*- 15, that from the mighty's blood 
Return'd not back unſtain'd. Thus u hen the feds 
Of fire and nitrous ſpume and prain aduſt, 
Sulphureous, diftend Earth's hollow womb, 
Sicilian Ætna labours to diſgorge 
Dreadful eruption, from the ſmoking top 
Flows down the molten rock in liquid ore, 
A threefold current to the waſted plain, 
Each ravaging a fep'rate way: fo tought 
Deſp'rate the Chiets ; nine hours in equal ſcale 
The battle hung, the tenth the Angel rear'd 
The tutelary croſs, then difarray 
Fell on the Saxon hoſt. Thus when of old 
Th' Amalckite in vale of Rephidim, 
Againſt the choſen race of Judah, ſet 
The battle in array, and various chance 
Alternate rul'd, when as the fun went down, 
Aaron and Hour upſtaid the failing hands 
Of Moles, to ſuſtain the potent rod, 
Till Iſrael overthrew: thus fore that day 
The battle went again!t the numerous hofls 
Of Atbelſtane, impure; the darivg Chief, 
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Far from the ſlaughter born, a ſwelling ſtream 
By ſudden rains aigh ſurging o'er its banks, 
Impervious to his flight, for ever funk, | 
Number'd amongſt the dead. Then rout on rout, 
Confuſion on confuſion, wild diſmay, 
And ſlaughter raging wide, o'erturn'd the bands 
E're while fo proud array'd. Amaz'd they fled 
Before the Scottiſh word; for from the ſword, 


From the drawn Word, they fled; the bended bow, 


The victor's ſhout, and honour of the war. 

The royal youth, thus victor of his vows, 
Leads to his native land with conqueſt crown'd, 
His warring powers; nor of the heavenly dream 
Unmindful, bade the promis'd towers aſpire 
With ſolemn rites made ſacred to the name 
Of him in viſion ſeen, Then to inſpire 
Love of heroic worth, and kindle ſeeds 
Of virtuous emulation in the ſoul 
Rip'ning to deed, he crown'd his manly breaſt 
With a refulgent Star, and in the ſtar 
Amidſt the rubies blaze, diſtinguiſh'd ſhines 
The fainted Croſs, around whoſe golden verge 

The embroider'd Thiſtle, bleſt incloſure | wind? 
A warlike foliage of ported ſpears 

Defenceful : laſt, partakers of his fame, 

He adds a choſen train of gallant youths, 
Hluſtrious fellowſhip ! above their Peers 

Exalted eminent: the ſhining band, 

Devote to fame, along the crowded ſtreets 

Are led, exulting, to the lofty fane 
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With holy feſtival and ritual pomp | 
Inſtall'd, of ſolemn prayer, and offer'd vows 
Inviolate, and ſacred, to preſerve 
The ordinance of heav'n, and preat decree 
Voice of the ſilent night: * O ill foreleen, 
O judgments ill forewarn'd and ſure denounc'd 
Of tuture woes and cov'nants broke in blood, 
That children's children wept: how didlt thou prieve, 
O virgin daughter, and what tears bedew'd 
The cheek of hoary age, when, as the Fates, 
Tranſgreſs'd the high command, ſeverely will'd, 
The hapleſs youth, as the fierce lion's whelp, 
Fell in the fatal ſnare ? that ſacred head 
Where late the Graces dwelt, and widdom mild 
Subdued attention, gaſtly, pale, deform d, 
Of royalty deipoil'd, by ruthleſs hands 
Fixt on a ipear, the ſcoff of gazing crowds, 
Mean triumph, born: then firlt the radiant Croſs 
Submitted in the duſt, difhonour toul, 
Her holy fplendors ; firit, the Thiſtle's ſpears 
Broke by a hoſtile hand, the Silver-ſtar 
Felt dim eclipſe, and mourn'd in dark ſojourn, 
A tedious length of years, till he, the fich 
Friumphant James, of STUART $ ancient Line, 
Retor'd the former grace, and bade it ſhine, 
With added gifts adorn'd. To cholen twelve, 
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Inveſted with the ornaments of fame, 


Their lovereign's love, he bounteous, gave to wear, Fo 
Acroſs their ſhoulders flung, the radiant brede 2 
Of evening blue. of ſimple faith unſtain'd = 
Myſterious ſign and loyalty ſincere. | 
Approven Chiefs ! how many ſons, enroll'd 
In the fair deathleſs liſt, has Scotia ſeen, 
Or terrible in war for bold exploit ? 
Beſt Champions ! or in the mild arts of peace 
Lawgęivers wiſe, and of endanger'd rights 
Firm guardians in evil times, to death 
Aſſerting Virtue's cauſe, and Virtue's train! 
Blcſt patronape ! nor theſe, with envy, view 
Th' embroider'd Garter to ſurround the knee 
Of military chiefs ot Brutus blood; 1 
With equal honours grac'd, while monarchs bear 
The conſecrated Crefs, and happy Plant We! 
Bright on the regal robe; nor valued more My | 
Th' anointing oil of beav'n. In Britain's ſhield ? Thy 
The Northern Star minglcs with George's beams, Unde 
Conſorted light, and near Hivervia's harp, From 
Breathing the ſp'rit of peace and focial love, Ally” 
Harmonious power, the Scottiſh Thiſtle fills By F. 
Dit.inguiſh'd place, and guards the Engliſh Roſe. The { 
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A FRACERT of BRUCE, Book II. 


Emand'ſt thou, mighty Bruce, to know from whence 
My lineage I derive; then hear a tale 
Well known thro” fair Stirlina's fruitful bounds, 
My native land; of ancient Scottiſh Kings, 
Thy royal anceſtry, O Bruce, am [ 
Undoubted offspring; and, forgive the boaſt, 
From the ſame fount my blood united flows, 
Ally'd to thine. As yet Cameldoun's walls 
By Forth, delightful ſtream! encircled ſtood 
The feat of Edenuther, Pictiſh King; 
To whole deſtruction, eager to revenge 
The breach of faith and hoſpitable laws 
lafulted —— his embattled hoſt 
Fierce Corbred led: for from Dunſtaffnage towers, 
Pretending love, and Hymeneal rite, 
The treacherous Pict with meditated force, 
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Bore Ethelind, her country's juſteſt pride 

Peerleſs and fair; a thouſand heroes ſought 

For her to death, fierce raging round the walls 

Of loſty Cameldoun: the guilty prince 

Had dearly paid the price of faith forſworn, 

But ſtudious of new frauds within his walls 

H' invites the Scottiſh train, friendly to meet 

In amicable talk, fair Ethelind 

To be the pledge of future peace, and join 

The warring nations, in eternal league 

Of love connubial : the unweeting King 

Enter'd the hoitile gates; with feaſt and ſong 

The towers re:ound, till the dark midnight hour 

Awake the murderers: in fleep he fell | 

With all his Peers, in early life, and left 

His vowed revenge, and ſiſter unredeem'd. F 

Now was the royal virgin left expos'd G 

To the tell victor's luſt, no friend to aid, St 

Her brother ſlain, and fierce and mighty Chiefs H 
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That warr'd in her defence: how could, alas! 
Unſhelter'd helpleſs innocence reſiſt 


Th' internal raviſher ? with Redfaſt mind N. 
She ſcorn'd his profer'd love; by Virtuc's aid ＋ 
Triumphant o'er his luſt, In vain with tears Ne 
And rough complaint that ſpoke a ſavage heart, Sei 
Strove he to gain and woo her to his will: He 
In vaia, enrag'd and ruthlels in his love, as 
He thicatned. Death diſdain'd, force was the laſt; q 
But that her orm oppos'd, reloly'd to ſtrike Inte 
The poignard in her breaſt, her virtucs guard. We 
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All arts thus try'd in vain, at laſt incens'd 
Dcep in a dungeon, from the cheartul light 
Far, tar, remov'd the wretched maid he threw 
Deplorable; doom'd in that dwelling drear 
To waſte her anxious days and ſleepleſs nights, 
Anguiſh extreme! ah, how unlike theſe hours 
That in her father's palace wont to pals 
In feſtival and dance. Her piteous ſhrieks 
Mov'd her ſtern keeper's heart, lecret he frees 
The impriſon'd maid ; and to the king relates 
Her death, diſſembling. Then with fell deſpite 
And rape, inflam'd for unenjoyed love, 
The Monarch ſtorm'd, he loath'd his food, and fled 
All human converſe, fruſtrate of his will. 

Mean while the nymph forlakes the hoſtile walls 
Flying by night; thro' pathleſs wilds unknown 
Guideleſs ſhe wanders, in her frighted ears 
Still hears the tyrant's voice, in fancy views 
His form terriſic, and his dreaded front 
Severe in frowns; her tender heart is vex'd 
With every fear, and oft deſires to die. 

Now day return'd and cheartul light began 

T' adorn the heav'ns, loſt in the hills ſhe knew 
No certain path; around the dreary walte 

Sending her weeping eye, in vain requir'd 

Her native fields, Dunſtallnage* well known tow'rs; 
And higb Edelta's walls, her father's reign, 

Three days the royal wanderer bore the heat 
Intenſely fervent, and three lonſome nights 
Wet with the chilling dews ; the foreſt oak 
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Supply'd her food, and at the running ſtream, 


Patient, ſhe fl:ck'd her thiiſt. But when the fourth 


Aroſe ; deicending from the Ochell height, 

The flow'ry fields beneath, ſhe wander'd long 

Erroneous, diſconſolate, forlorn. 

Jerne's ſtream ſhe pals'd, a riſing hill 

Stood on the bank oppos'd, adorn'd with trees, 

A ſilvan ſcene ! thither ſhe bent her flight, 

O'ercome with toil, and gently laid her down 

In the imbow'ring ſhade : the dew of ſleep 

Fell on her weary eyes, then pleaſing dreams 

Began to lay the tempeſt in her mind, 

Calming from troubled thoughts: to regal pomp 

She ſeems reſtor'd, her brother's fate reveng'd, 

The tyrant lain : ſhe dream'd till morn aroſe, 
The fifth that roſe, ſince from Cameldoun's walls 

She bent her flight ; the cheartul day invites, 

From fair Dundalgan's ever ſunny towers, 

Mildred t'ariſe, who oft in fields of death 

Victorious, led the Pitts embattled race, 

Illuſtrious Chief! he to the hilly height, 

His morning walk, pleas'd with the ſeaſon fair, 

Betakes him muſing, there it was he ſaw 

Fair Ethelind, ſurpriz'd as Hengiſt's ſon 

Elfred aſleep beheld, when as ſhe fled 

From Saxony, to ſhun a ſtep-damc's rage 

That ſought her life, he with prevailing words 

Woo'd the conſenting maid : nor leſs amaz'd 

The pictiſn leader ſaw the beauteous form, 

Fixt in ſurpriſe and ardent gaze, he ſtood 


Wond'ring ! 
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Wond'ring ! his beating heart with joy o'erflow'd, 
He led her bluſhing from the ſacred grove 

In baſhful modeſty, and doubting joy 

Chaſtis'd with fear, alternate in her breaſt, 

Poor lovely mourner ! to his parents ſhow'd 

The beauteocus ſtranger; they in age rever'd 

Lift up their trembling hands, and bleſt the maid, 
Beſt workmanſhip of heaven ! the youthtul Chief 
Tranſported every day his gueſt beheld, 

And every day beheld with new delight, 

Ther winning graces mild, and form divine, 

That drew with ſoft attraction, kindling love, 
Ey fla m'd his foul : {till new delays be frames 

To gain a longer (tay, e'er he reſtore 

The beauteous exile to her native land, 

His promis'd faith. The ſtory of her woes, 

He o'er and o'er demands ; ſhe pleas'd relates 
Her paſt adventures lad, but, prudent, kept 
U;known her royal race; the ardent youth 

F ugs on the ſpeaker's lips, ſtill more and more 
Enamour'd of her charms, by courtly deed 

He ſought the virgin's love; by prayers and vows 
Won to conſent; the nuptial day aroſe, 

Awak'd by muſick's found; the Pow'rs invok'd 
To bliſs the hallow'd rite, and happy night 
That to his arms beſtow'd the much lov'd maid, 
The git of Heaven : then gladneſs fill'd his heart 
Uuſpeakable, as when the ſapicnt King, 

The lon of David, on the happy day 

Of his eſpouſals, when lis mother bound 
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His brow in regal gold, delighted ſaw 
His fair Egyptian bride adorn'd with all 
Perfection, blooming in celeſtial ſweets. 

While thus the royal exile liv'd remote, 
In Hymen's ſofteſt joys, the Scottiſh Chicts 
Prepare for battle, ſtudious to redeem 
Their captive Queen, unknowing of her fate ; 
With juft ſucceſs unbleſs d, diſcomſited 
They fell in ruthleſs fight, their mighty men 
Unworthy bondage ! helpleſs exiles told 
To foreign lands. The Pictiſſi King enrag'd 
Collects an bolt, embattled as the ſands 
Along the Solway coaſt, from all the bounds 
Of his wide Empire, Brica's riſing towers, 
And Jeda's antient walls, once feat of Kings, 
With Eden rais'd on rocks, and Cameldoun, 
Send forth their chiefs and citizens to war, 
Pour'd thro' thelr lofty gates. What anguiſh then, 
O royal virgin, vex'd thy tender heart, 
When thou, thy huſband midit your country's foes, 
Enroll dſt their leader? much did'ſt thou adjure 
By nuptial ties, much by endearing love, 
To ſpare thy country in the walte of war; 
He too, the youthful Chief, long doubting ſtood 
*Twixt love and duty, unre'olv'd of choice, 
Hard conflict | to Dunſtatinage walls he flies, 
And left the weeping Fair, intent to drown 
The voice of love, loft pleading in his heart, 
In ſounds of battle; but in vain ! his wife, 
A beauteous iorm, ſtill riſes to Lis thoughts 
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in ſupplicating tears; he prieves to ſee 
The mingling hoſts engage, and dreads to find 
Amid'ſt the ſlain, his kindred new ally'd. 
But now the Pictiſn King with mighty Chiefs 

Selected from his Peers, purſues his way 
To raze the Scottiſh walls, Dundalgan's towers 
Receive tbeir Monarch, proud to entertain 
The mighty gueſt : exults the haughty King 
With ſavage joy, when firſt his eyes beheld 
The maid fo lately loft, again reſtor'd 
Sad victim to his luſt : what could ſhe do, 
Hopeleſs of aid ? or how alas! avert 
The dire event that from the -Monarch's luſt 
Her fears preſag d? twas heav'n her thoughts inſpir'd 
In hour of ſad extreme, ſhe flies the dome 
With two, alone of all her menial train, 
Companions of her flight. The King mean while, 
Fierce with deſire and violent to enjoy, 
Him nor the bowl delights, nor ſprightly mirth, 
Nor tale of martial Knight in antient time 
Recited: the unfiniſh'd feaſt he leaves 
With wine enflam'd and ill perſwading luſt, 
Worſt counſcllors ! a ſecret way he found 
That to the Queen's apartment led unſeen ; 
Thither he flies through many a lofty hall, 
Where heroes oft have met in wiſe conſult, 
Elate in thought ; but Heavens! what fell deſpite, 
What raging pain tore his diſtracted mind, 
When firſt he knew the royal fair was fled ? 
Deſp'rate in rage, he hopes his abſent prey, 
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Intent to raviſh. Hurrying to the camp 
iſe fought the General's teut, begirt around 
With noble Picts there weeping Etheliod, 
In ſoft'ned anguiſh, on the heroe's breaſt . 
He found reclining, ſad: he would have ſeiz d 
The trembling fair one from her lover's arms, 
Her ſureſt refuge, miſeraply torn, 
Victim to luſt obſcene, had not the youth 
Withſtood the dire attempt of bovereien ſway. | 
Haughty, the Monarch rag'd and call'd his chicts 
To aid, his chigts refuſe th' unjuſt command! 
Ihen impotent of mind he ſtorm d, he rav'd, 
Outrageous in his ire: then wild uproar, 
Tumult, and martial din, ſounds o er the camp, 
While theſe aſſiſt the King, and theſe the youth, 
By fearleſs friendſhip led: the claſh gf ſwords, 5 
Through the ſtill night, heard on che Scottiſh walls, 
Alarms the chiefs in midnight council met ; | 
The boldeſt of their warrior train they chule 
For ſecret ambuſh, ſheath'd in Jointed mail ; 
Th' intrepid band beneath a bending bills 
Await the riſing dawn; Mildred they leiz'd, 
The royal exile and their ſocial train, 
lying the Monarch's rage: the beautcous Queen 
Rejoices to behold her native walls, 
Fxil'd ſo long her Pecs with lifted hands 
ExtollV'd the bounteous Pow'rs, their Queen return'd, 
ne wondrous work of Fate; now ſhe rclatcs 
i!cr dircful tale, the audience melt in tears. 
Mean while the Monarch raging in the camp, 
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Forſook of all his Peers, for fierce aſſault 
Prepar'd, attended with a deſperate crew 
Of men, that ſhar'd in partnerſhip of crimes, 
March'd forward to his fate; the ambuſh'd train 
Riſe ſudden, round them ſpread the ſlaughter'd foe. 
Himſelf, as furious in the front he warr'd 
Bled by a well aim'd ſpear; to puniſh'd ghoſts 
Of Kings perfidions, fled his guilty foul. 

The Monarch ſlain, the Pictiſn Chiefs that late 
Forſook the noiiy camp, conveen within 
The Scottiſh walls, the Princes joyful plight 
in leapues of mutual peace; in every fane 
Each grateful altar blaz'd; to heaven they paid 
Their vows, their Queen reſtor'd, and with her, peace 
The purchaſe of her love: through all the town 
Publick rejoicings reign'd, the voice of mirth 
Was heard in ev'ry ſtreet, that blazing ſhone 
Illuminated bright. The diadem 
jnſtar'd with diamond gems and flaming gold, 
Magnificent ! by Scotia's Monarch's worn 
From eldeſt times, upon her beauteous brow 
Plac'd by a mitred prieſt, in rich array, 
Incircling, ſhines ; her native pcers around, 
Mis'd with the Pictiſh Chicts, admiring ſtand, 
Vieas'd with her heavenly miles, her gentle look, 
The type of latter rule: then next they gave 
The ſceptre to her hands; the precious ſtones 
Blaz'd on the beaming point, hail ? Queen of Scots; 
ſoyful they cry, bail! to thy own return'd, 
om a thoutand tolls, beyond our hopes, 
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Crown'd where thy fathers reign'd : thus paſt the hight 


In celebrated rites; when morn aroſe 
Th' aſſembl'd ſenate, partner of her throne 
Ele& the noble youth, in times of peace 

To aid by counſel, and in war to lead 

Her marſhall'd chiefs ; thus ended all her woes. 

Bleſs'd in her huſband's, and her ſubjects love, 

Peace flouriſh'd in her reign : three ſons ſhe bore 
All men of valour known ; well could they bend 
The bow in time of need. Her eldeſt grac'd 
With all the train of virtues that adorn 

A Prince, ſucceeded to the Scottiſh rule 

His mother's kingdom ; in his happy days 

The Scottiſh pro weis twice o'erthrew the Dane 
In bloody conflict, from our fatal ſhore 

Repulſt with ignominious rout, diſgraced. 

Her ſecond hope born to unluckier fate 
Matchleſs in fight and every gallant deed, 

The terror of his foes, his country's hope 

In ruthlels battle by ignoble hands 

Fell in his prime af youth, for ever wept, 

For ever honour'd. Athingart the laſt 

For prudence far renown'd, Elgidra's charms 
be heroe fir'd, as in her father's court 

A peaceful legate by his brother ſent 

To Pictland's Monarch; there the royal youth 
Graceful, in warlike tournament above 

His equals ſhone, and won the princely maid 
Courted by rival kings: from that embrace 

Veſcend 3 thouſand Chiefs, that lineal heir'd 


The 


The 


( 225 } 


The virtues of their Sire, witneſs the fields 

Of Loncart, and the ſtreams that purple ran 
With ſtain of Daniſh blood : the brazen ſpears 
And creſted helms, and antique ſhields, the ſpoils 
Of chiefs in battle ſlain, hung on the roof, 
Eternal trophies of their martial deeds, 

From ſon to ſon prelerv'd with jealous care. 

My father in his country's quarrel met 

A glorious fate, when god-like Wallace fought ; 
He, firm adherer to the nobler cauſe, 

Shar'd all his toils, and bled in all his fights, 
Till Falkirk ſaw him fall; with Grahame he fell, 
Wallace his bold compeer, whom, great in arms, 
Wallace alone ſurpaſt. With martial thoughts 
He fir'd my youthful mind, and taught betimes 
To build my glory on my country's love, 

His great example! to thy native reign 

If thee, thy fate propitious to the good, 
Reſtor'd, h' enjoin'd me to unite my force, 
From foreign victors to retrieve again 

Thy raviſh'd kingdoms : then this ſword he gave 
In dangers ever faithful to his arm, 

Pledge of paternal love; nor hall the foe 

Exult, I ween, to find the daſtard ſon 
Degen'rate from his Sire, to weild in vain 

A father's gift. In me, O Bruce, behold 

A willing warrior, from Bodotria's {lream 

I lead my native bands, hardy and bold, 

In fight diſtingwſh'd by ſuperior deed. 
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He ſaid and ceas'd ; the arm'd aſſembly ſtood 
Silent in thought, till from his lofty — 8 
Great Bruce aq Deer _ cry'd, 

1 no b 

EVO — . thyſelf, 
de wh ſequent Chiefs, thy _— lore 
Oppreſs'd by dire ulurpers, now qua 8 1 
Warriors like thee, where death my _ 
In conflict ſtern; do thou approve t — mig 
Above thy fellows, by tranſcendent a f $i N 
To Fame endear'd; She, on thy praiſe _ 
Conſtant to dwell, ſhall my a _ - 

ti h, t' adorn . 
To Ted * 4 his plighted hand 
8 benevolence and kind _ 
The Chicfs around embrace and oy x ny 
Ihe youthful champion worthy of his race, 
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Hat happy youth MaRTA now 
Breathes in thy willing ear his vow ? 
With whom thou ſpend'ſt thy evening hours, 
Amidſt the ſweets of breathing flowers; 
For whom retir'd to ſecret ſhade, 
Soft on thy panting bolom laid, 
Thou ſet'ſt thy looks with niceſt care, 
And bind'ſt in gold thy ſlo wing hair. 
O neatly plain ! How oft ſhall he 
Bewail thy falſe inconſtancy ? 
Condemn'd perpetual frowrs to prove, 
How often weep thy alter'd love ? 
Who thee, too credulous, hopes to find, 
As now ſtill golden and ftill Kind; 
And heedleſs now of fortune's power 
Sets far away the cvil hour, 
How oft ſhalt thou, ill-ſtar'd, bewail 
Thou truſted to the faithleſs pale ? 
When vnaccuſtom'd to ſurvey 
The riſing winds and forclling fea ; 
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When clouds ſhall riſe on that dear face, 
That ſhone adorn'd in every grace; 
That yet untaught in wicked wiles, 
Was won't to appear to thee in ſmiles. 
Wretch'd they to whom thou ſhin'ſt, untry'd 
Thy ſhifting calm and treacherous tide : 
For me once ſhipwreck'd, now on ſhore, 
I venture out my bark no more. 
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O Happy youth, who now poſſeſt 
Of my Max1a's ſmiles are bleſt ; 


] 
Think not thy joys will conſtant prove, 4 
How many changes are in love! J 
I once was happy too like thee, \ 
That ſun of beauty ſhone on me : I 
In darkneſs ever to deplore, | 4 


The ſun is ſet to ſhine no more; Se 
Doom'd near to view the riſing light, | Y, 
But weep out love's eternal night. A 

When firſt I ſpread the lover's ſail, Sh 
Love blew from ſhore a friendly gale ; Al 
Sweet appear'd th' inchanting ſcene, M 
All calm below, above ſerene : A 


Joyous I made before the wind, 
Heedleſs of what I left behind; 
Nor rocks, nor quickſands did I dread, 
No adverie winds to check my ſpeed ; 
No 
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No ſavage pirate did I fear, 
To raviſh all my ſoul held dear, 
Far off my treaſure to convey, 
And ſell in foreign lands away: 
Maria's hand unfurl'd the fails, 
Her prayers invok'd the ſpringing gales: 
*Twas calm whate'er her eyes lurvey'd, 
Her volce the raging ſtorm obey'd 
And o'er the boſom of the tides, 
Her will the ruling rudder guides. 
But ah! the change, ſhe flies away, 
And will vouchlate ho longer ſtay, 
Sce now the ſwelling ſeas arile 
Loud ſtorming winds enrage the ſkies. 
All weak the tempeſt to withſtand, 
Trembling and pale I put to land. 
Wet from the tolling ſurge, aghaſt 
I thank the gods, the dabger's paſt ; 
And {wear to venture out no more 
Secure upon the ſafer ſhore ; 
Yet ſhould the ſwelling ſeas ſubſide, 
And roll ſerene a ſilver tide; 
Should yet the angry tempeſt ceaſe 
And gently breathe a pale of peace ; 
Much, much I fear, I'd dare again 
A. ſecond ſhipwreck on the main. 
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ET others in exalted Jays 
The lofty dome of Hopetoun praiſe, 

Or where of old, in lonely cell, 
The mufing Druid wont to dwell : 

Or with the ſacred fiſters roam, 

Near holy Melroſe' ruin'd dome: 

There are who paint with-all their might 
The ſields where Fortha's ſtreams delight; 
That winding through Stirlina's plain, 
Rolls beauteous to the diſtant main : 

Or faithful to the farmers toil, 

FExtoi fair Lothian's fertile foil ; 

Where Ceres her beſt gifts beſtows, 

And Edin town her ſtructures ſhows, 

Nor me delight thoſe ſylvan ſcenes, 

Thoſe chequer'd bow'rs and winding greens ; 

Where art and nature join to yield 

Unnumbred ſweets to Marleſield : 
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Nor yet that ſoft and ſecret ſhade, 
Where fair Aboyn aſleep is laid ; 
Where gay in ſprightly dance no more 
She dreams her former triumphs o'er. 
'Theſe ſcenes can belt entice my foul, 
Where ſmooth Blancatria's waters roll; 
Where beauteous Hume in ſmiling hour, 
Plucks the green herb or riſing flow'r ; 
Pleas'd on the borders to behold 
The apple redden into gold. 

But whate'er place thy preſence boaſt, 
Let not, O S—! an hour be loſt, 
When the rough North and angry ſtorm, 
Nature's lovely looks deform ; 

The ſouth reſtores the wonted grace, 
And wipes the clouds from heaven's face. 
So thou to finiſh all thy care, 

The flaſk of briſk Champaign prepare; 
Invite thy friends, with wile deſign, 

And waſh the ills of life with wine: 
Whether beneath the open ſky, 
Stretch'd in the tented couch to lye 
Thy fate ordains; to ſhine again 

Great on ſome future Blenheim's plain; 
Hipher to raiſe thy deathleſs name 
Triumphant to ſublimer fame : 

Or if ſecure from feveriſh heat, 
Newliſton cover thy retreat, 

Where wit conſpires with love's delights, 
To grace thy days and bleſs thy nights. 


When 
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When Fergus led, in days of yore, 
His exil'd bands to Scotia's ſhore; 
The godlike founder of our ſtate, 
Suſtain'd the ſhocks of adverſe fate: 
Yet brave, diſdaining to repine, 
Around his brows he bound the vine: 
Let's follow ſtill without delay 
Wherever fortune ſhows the way ; 
Courage, my lads, let none deſpair, 
When Fergus leads, tis baſe to fear: 
With better auſpice ſhall ariſe 
Our empire in the northern ſkies : 
Beauty and valour ſhall adorn, 
Our happy offspring yet unborn: 
Now fill the glaſs, come fill again, 
To- morrow we ſhall croſs the main, 
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Nquire not E— fair, what end 
The gods for thee or me intend ; 

How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes? 
Far happier they, who ne'er repine 
To draw the lots their fates aſlign; 
Then be advis'd, and try not thou 
What ſpells and cunning men can do, 

In mirth thy preſent years employ, 
And conſecrate thy charms to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Propitious add a winter more 
Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth, 
Now raging o'er Edina's frith. 
Let youth, while yet it blooms, excite 
To mirth and wit and pay delight ; 
Nor thou refule the voice that calls 
To viits and to ſprightly balls. 
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When Fergus led, in days of yore, 


is exil'd bands to Scotia's ſhore; 


The godlike founder of our ſtate, 
Suſtain'd the ſhocks of adverſe fate: 
Yet brave, diſdaining to repine, 
Around his brows he bound the vine: 
Let's follow ſtill without delay 
Wherever fortune ſhows the way ; 
Courage, my lads, let none deſpair, 
When Fergus leads, tis baſe to fear: 
With better auſpice ſhall ariſe 
Our empire in the northern ſkies : 
Beauty and valour ſhall adorn, 

Our happy offspring yet unborn: 
Now fill the glaſs, come fill again, 
To- morrow we ſhall croſs the main. 
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IMITATE D-. 
To Miss ERS K. 


Nquire not E— fair, what end 
The gods for thee or me intend ; 

How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes ? 
Far happier they, who ne'er repine 
To draw the lots their fates aſlign; 
Then be advis'd, and try not thou 
What ſpells and cunning men can do, 

In mirth thy preſent years employ, 
And conſecrate thy charms to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Propitious add a winter more; 
Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth, 
Now raging o'er Edina's frith. 
Let youth, while yet it blooms, excite 
To mirth and wit and gay delight; 
Nor thou refule the voice that calls 
To viſits and to ſprightiy balls. 
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For Time rides ever on the poſt, 
Ev'n while we ſpeak the moment's loſt. 
Then call each joy in to this day, 
And ſpend them now while now you may; 
Have every pleaſure at command, 
Fools let them lye in Fortune's hand. 


HORACE 


BOOK L ODE XK. 
IMITATED. 


To R — 


HE man ſincere and pure of ill, 
Needs not with ſhafts his quiver fill, 
Nor point the venom'd dart, 
O'er him no weapon can prevail, 
Clad in the firmeſt coat of mail, 
A brave and honeſt heart. 


Secure in innocence he goes 

Through boiling Friths and highland ſnows ; 
Or if his courſe he guide, 

To where far-fam'd Lochleven's wave 

Does round his Iſlands winding, lave 
Buchanan's hilly fide. 


For in Glentannar, as I ſtood 
And ſung my Erſkine to the wood, 
Unheeding of my way ; 


My 


( 135 ) 


My every care forſook behind, 
While all on Erſkine ran my mind, 
It chanc'd my ſteps to (tray, 


When, lo ! forth ruſhing from behind 

A ſavage wolt of monitrous kind, 
Fierce ſhook his horrid head : 

Unarm'd I ſtood, and void of fear, 

Beheld the monſtrous ſavage near, 
And me unarm'd, he fled. 


A beaſt of ſuch portentous ſize, 
Such hideous tuſks and glaring eyes, 
Fierce Daunia never bred. 
Nor Juba's land, without controul, 
Where angry lions darkling houl, 
His equal ever fed. 


Place me where the ſummer breeze, 

Does ne'er refreſh the weary trees, 
All on the gloomy plain, 

Which ſide of earth, offended heav'n 

To the dominion foul has given, 
Of clouds and beating rain. 


Place-me underneath the day, 
Near neighbour to the burning ray ; 
Yet there the maid ſhall move, 
There preſent to my fancy's eyes, 
Sweet ſmiling Erſkine will I prize, 
Sweet ſpeaking Erſkine love, 
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BOOK I. ODE XXIII. 


IMITATED. 


To MISS D . To 


ELL me, Maria, tell me why 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run; 


Why from his fond embraces fly, N 
And every ſoft endearment ſhun. 
That 
So through the rocks, or dewy lawn, Come 
With plaintive cries, its dam to ſiud, The ſ 
Flies wing d with fears the youngling fawn, When 
And trembles at each breath of wind. 
| Thy Vi 
Ah! ſtop thy flight, why ſhouldſt thou fly ? Inſpire 
What canſt thou in a lover fear? A bea 
No angry boar, nor lion I, That, 
Purſue thy tender limbs to tear. A far n 
When | 
Ceaſe then dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy; Than N 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, Deceitfy 
Still ſhi 


And grown mature and ripe for joy, 
Leave Mamma's arms and come to mine. Where 
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HORACE 
BOOK I. ODE XXIV. 


IMITATE D. 


To a Yours LADY on the Drarn of her FAT HR. 


J. 
Hat meaſure ſhall affliction know? 
What bounds be ſet to ſuch a woe, 
That weeps the loſs of one ſo dear! 
Come, Muſe of mourning | haſte, ordain 
The ſacred melancholy ſtrain : 
When virtue bids, tis impious to forbear. 
II, 
Thy voice, with powerful bleſſings fraught, 
Inſpires the ſolemn ſerious thought; 
A heav'nly ſorrow's healing art, 
That, whilſt it wounds, amends the heart. 
A far more pleaſing rapture thine, 
When beuding over friendſhip's ſhrine, 
Than Mirth's fantaſtic varied lay, 
Deceitful, idle, flutt'ring, vain, 
Still ſhifting betwixt joy and pain, 
Where ſport the wanton, or where feaſt the gay, 
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III. 
In duſt the good and friendly lies. 
Muit endleſs ſlumber ſeal thoſe eyes.. 
Oh! when (hall modeft Worth again, 
Integrity, that knows no ſtain, 
Thy lifter, Juſtice, free from blame, 
Kind Truth, no falle affected name, 
o meet in locial union, find 
So plain, ſo vpright and fo chaſte a mind! 
IV. 
By many good bewail'd, He's loft ; 
By thee, O beauteous virgin ! moſt, 
"Thou claim'ſt, ah pious ! ah, in vain ! 
Thy father from the grave again. 
Not on thoſe terms, by dooming heav'n, 
His ioan of mortal life was giv'n. 
The equal lot is caſt on all, 
Obedient to the univexſal call. 
Ev'n thou, each decent part fulfill'd, 
Wife, ſiſter, mother, friend and child, 
Muſt yield to the upreme decree, 
And every ſocial virtue weep for thee, 


V. 

What tho' thou boaſts each ſoul ſubduing art, 
That rules the movements of the human heart ; 

Tho” thine be every potent charm, ' | 

The rage of envy to dilarm : 

Thus tar heav'n grants, the great reward 

Of beauty, under virtue's guard: 

Yet 
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Yet all in vain aſcends thy pious pray'r, 
To bid the impartial Pow'r one moment ſpare ; 
That Pow'r who chaſtens whom he deareſt loves, 
Deaf to the filial ſorrows he approves ; 
Seal'd ſacred by th? inviolable fates, 
Unlocks no more the adamantine gates, 
When once th' Etherial Breath has wing'd its way, 
And left behind its load of mortal clay. 


VI. 
Severe indeed ! yet ceale the duteous tear ; 
'Tis nature's voice that calls aloud, “ Forbear.“ 
See, ſee deicending to thy aid, 
Patience, fair celeſtial maid ; 
She ſtrikes throꝰ life's dark gloom a bright'ning ray, 
And ſmiles Adverſity away. 
White-handed Hope advances in her train, 
Leads to new life, and wakens joy again; 
She readers light the weight of human u oes, 
And teaches to ſubmit when 'tis a crime t' oppoſe, 
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HORACE 


I. ODE Di. 
IMITATED. 
F 


F e'er with thee, we fool'd away 
Vacant beneath the ſhade a day, 
Still kind to our deſire, 
A Scottiſh ſong we now implore, 
To live this year, and ſome few more, 
Come then my Scottiſh Lyre. 


Firſt ſtrung by STEwarT's cunning hand, 
Who rul'd fair Scotia's happy land, 

A long and wide domain : 
Who bold in war, yet whether he, 
Reliev'd his wave-beat ſhip from lea, 

Or camp'd upon the plain, 


The joys of wine, and Muſes young, 
Soft Beauty, and her page he lung, 

That (till to her adheres : 
MarGARET, author of his ſighs, 
Adorn'd with comely coal-black eyes, 
And comely coal-black hairs, 


O Thos 
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O Thou the grace of ſong and love, 
Exalted to the feaſts above, 

The feaſt's ſupreme delight: 
Sweet balm to heal our cares below: 
Gracious on me thy aid beſtow, 

If thee I ſeek aright. 
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HORACE 


BOOK I ODE XXIII. 
FRET ATER 


To a GENTLEMAN in Love. 


HY do'ſt thou till in tears complain, 
Too mindful of thy love's diidain! 
Why till in melancholy verſe 
Unmeek Maria's hate rehearle ? 
That Thirſis finds by fate's decree 
More favour in her ſight than thee! 
The love of Cyrus does enthral 
Lycoris fair, with forehead ſmall ; 
Cyrus declines to Pholoe's eyes, 
Who unrelenting hears his ſighs : 
But wolves and lambs ſhall ſooner join 
Than they in mutual faith combiue. 
So ſeemeth good to Love, who binds 


Unequal forms, unequal minds, 
Cruel 
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Cruel in his brazen yoke, 
Pleas'd with too ſevere a Joke. 
My ſelf, in youth's more joyous reign, 
My laundreſs held in pleaſing chain; 
When pliable to love's delights 
My age excus'd the poet's flights: 
More wrathful ſhe, than ſtorms that rore 
Along the Solway's crooked Shore, 


HSDORACE 
ODE IV. 


BOOK Il 


INITATED. 


of S— d. 


To the E-— M 


Ne ſit ancille tibi amor pudori.— 
I. 

8 my noble friend thy kind deſires, 

A If Pbillis' gentle form thy breaſt inſpires, 
Nor glory, nor can realon diſapprove ; 

What tho' unknown her humble name, 

Unchronicled in records old, 

Or tale by flatt'ring poets told: 
She to her beauties owes her nobleſt fame, 

Her nobleſt honours to thy love. 
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II. 
Know Cupid ſcorns the trophy'd ſhield, 
Vain triumph of ſome guilty field, 
Where dragons hiſs and lions roar, 
Blazon'd with argent and with or, 
His heraldry is hearts for hearts, 
He ſtamps :imſelf o'er all, and digniſies his darts, 
III. 
Smote by a ſimple village maid, 
See noble Petrarch night and day 
Pour his ſoft ſorrows thro' the ſhade; 
Nor could the muſe his pains allay: 
What tho' with hands Pontiſic crown'd, 
With all the ſcarlet ſenate round; 
He ſaw his brows adorn the living Ray, 
Tho' ſighing virgins try'd each winning art, 
To cure their gentle Poet's love ſick heart: 
Cupid more pow'rful than them all, 
Reſolv'd his tuneful captive to enthral, 
Subdued him with a ſhepherdels's look; 
He wreaths his verdant honours round her crook, 
And taught Vall Cluſa's ſmiling proves, 
To wear the fable liveries of his loves. 


IV. 
But this Example ſcarce can move thy mind, 
The gentle power with verſe was ever join'd : 
Then hear, my Lord, a dreadful tale, 
Not known in fair Arcadia's peaceful vale, 
Nor ia the Academic prove, 


Where mild philoſophy might dwell with love; 
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But poring o'er the myſtic page, 
Of old Stagira's wond'rous ſage, 

In the dark cave of ſyllogiſlic doubt, 
Where neither Muſe, nor beauty's Queen, 
Nor wandring Grace was ever ſeen, 
Love found his deſtin'd victim out, 

Aud put the rude militia all to rout : 

For whilſt poor Abelard, ah! ſoon decreed 
Love's richeſt ſacrifice to bleed, 

Unweiting drew the argumental thread, 

A finer net the ſon of Venus ſpread : 
Involving in his ample category, 

With all his muſty ſchoolmen round, 
Th' unhappy youth, alike renown'd 
In philoſophic and in amorous ſtory, 
NES, 
Inflexible and ſtern the Czar, 
Amidſt the iron ſons of war, 

With dangers and diſtreſs encompaſt round, 

In his large boſom deep receiv'd the wound, 

No Venus ſhe, ſurrounded by the Loves, 

Nor drawn by cooing harneſt doves ; 

*T was the caprice love to yoke, 

Two daring fouls, unharneſt and unbroke. 
When now the many-laurel'd Swede, 

The field of death his nobleſt triumph fled, 

And forc'd by fate, but unſubdu'd of ſoul, 

To the fell victor left the conqueſt of the pole. 
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VI. 
Henry, a Monarch to thy heart, 
In action brave, in council wile, 
Felt in his breaſt the fatal dart, 
Shot from two Inowy breaſts, and two fair lovely eyes; 
Tho? Gallia wept, tho' Sully frown'd, 
Tho' rag'd the impious League around, 
The little Urchin entrance found, 
And to his haughty purpoſe forc'd to yield 
The virtuous conqueror of Coutra's field. 


VII. 
Who knows but ſome four-tail'd Baſhaw 

May hail thee, Peer, his Son in Law, 

Some bright Sultana, Aſia's pride, | 
Was Grandame to the beauteous bride : 
For ſure a girl fo ſweet, fo kind, 

Such a ſincere and lovely mind, 
Where each exaltcd virtue ſhines, 
Could never ſpring from vulgar loins. 
No, no, ſome chief of great Arſaces' line, 
Has form'd her lineaments divine ; 
Who Rome's imperial faſces broke, 
And ſpurn'd the nation's galling yoke, 
Tho' now, oh! fad reverle of fate, 
The for mer luſtre of her royal ſtate, 
She ſees injurious Time deface, 
and weeps the raviſh'd ſceptres of her race. 


VIII. 
Her melting eye and ſlender waſte, 
Fair tap'ring from the ſwelling breaſt, 
U All 
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All nature's charms, all nature's pride, 
|  Whate'er they ſhow, whate'er they hide, 
"#4 I own.——But ſwear by bright Apollo, 
bt Whoſe Prieſt I am, nought, nought can follow; 

| Suſpect not thou a Poet's praiſe, 

11 Unhurt J hear, uninjur'd gaze: 
1 Alas! ſuch badinage but ill would ſuit 
il A married man, and forty years to boot. 


HORACE 
BOOK II. ODE XVI. 


The Highlander demands, 
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"i To the Earl of M t. | 
J. 
14 Aſe from the gods the ſailor prays, \ 
1 O' ertaken in the Ægean ſeas, v 
Fi When ſtorms begin to roar ; 
1 When clouds wrap up the moon from fight, 
59 Nor ſhine the ſtars with certain light 
by IE n Fe 
1 To guide him ſafe to ſhore. 
FF Ot 
| 1 Eaſe, fierce the Ruſſian in war's trade: Sw 
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t, not to be bought or fold, 
For purple, precious gems, or pold, 
Or wide and large command, 
III. 
For nor can wealth, nor golden Mace, 
Born high before the great in place, 
Make cares ſtand out o'the way; 
The anxious tumults of the mind, 
That round the palace unconfin'd, 
Still roam by night and day. 
IV. 
Rich he lives on ſmall, whoſe board 
Shines with frugal affluence ſtor'd, 
The wealth his ſire poſſeſt; 
Nor fear to loſe, creates him pain, 
Nor ſordid love of greater gain, 
Can break his eaſy reſt. 
V. 
Why do we draw too ſtrong the bow, 
Beyond our end our hopes to throw, 
For warm with other ſuns 
Why change our clime ? to eaſe his toil, 
What exile from his native ſoil, 
From ſelf an exile runs. 
VI. 
For vicious care the ſhip aſcends, 
Oa the way-faring troup attends 
Firſt of the company : 
Switter than harts that ſeek the floods, 
Swifter than roll wind driven clouds 
Along the middle (ky. 
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VII. . 
Glad in the preſent hour, a mind 
Diſdains the care beyond, aſſign'd 
To all, content at heart ; 
Tempers of life the bitter cup, 
With iweetning mirth, and drinks it up, 
None bleſt in every part. 


VIII. 
Dwindled thy Sire in ſlow old age, 
Young K m from off this ſtage 
Was raviſh'd in his prime: 
The hour perhaps benign to me, 
Will gront what it denies to thee, 
And len gthen out my time. 


IX. 
A numerous herd thy vallies fills, 
The cattle on a thouſand hills, 
That low around are thine. 
The well pair'd mares, thy gilded car, 
Draw thro? the ſtreets, thy ſelf from far, 
In richeſt ſilks to ſhine, 
: © 
Conſpicuous ſeen : To me my fate, 
Not much to blame, a ſmall eſtate, 
Of rural acres few : 
A lender portion of the muſe 
Bounteous beſides, the Grace allows, 
To ſcorn th' ill thinking crew, 
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OSEACE 
BOOK IV. ODE IL. 


IMITATE p. 


Enus ! call'ſt thou once more to arms? 
Sound'ſt thou once more thy dire alarms ? 
Annoy'ſt my peaceful ſtate again 
Oh, faith of treaties ſworn in vain ! 
Seal'd with the ſignet of thy doves, 
And ratify'd by all the Loves. 
Spare, Goddeſs ! I implore, implore 
Alas ! thy ſuppliant is no more 
What once he was in happier time, 
(Illuſtrated by many a rhime) 
When, {kill'd in every ruling art, 
Good A**##, fway'd his yielding heart: 
Love's champion then, and known to fame, 
He boaſted no inglorious name. 
Now, cruel mother of deſires ! 
That doubts and anxious joys inſpires, 
Ah why, fo long diſus'd, again 
Levieſt thou thy dreadful train ; 
That, when in daring fights he toil'd, 
So oft his youthful ardor foil'd ? 
Oh! 


13 
Oh! let thy hoſtile fury ceaſe, 
Thy faithful veteran reſt in peace, 
In the laborious ſervice worn, 
His arms decay'd, and enſigns torn. 

Go, go, Swan-wing' d! thro' liquid air, 
Where the bland breath of youthful pray'r 
Recals thee from the long delay, 

And weeping, chides thee tor thy ſtay. 

My lowly roof, that knows no tate, 
Can't entertain a gueſt ſo great: 

In P**#**th's dome, majeſtick Queen, 
With better grace thou ſhalt be ſeen, 

If worthy of tue Cyprian dart, 

Thou ſeek'ſt to pierce a lovely heart: 

For he to noble birth has join'd 

A graceful form and gentle mind 

And to ſubdue a virgin breaſt 

The youth with thouſand arts is bleſt, 
Nor ſilent in his country's cauſe, 

The anxious guardian of her Jaws. 

He, in thy nobleſt warfare try'd, 

Shall fpread thy empire far and wide; 
Confirm the glories of thy reign; 

And not a glance ſhall fall in vain, 

Then, when each rival ſhall ſubmit 

The prize of beauty and of wit, 
And riches yield to fair deſert 


The triumph of a female heart ; | 
Grateful thy marble form ſhall ſtend, 0 
Fair breathing from the ſculptor's hand, c 


Below 
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Below the temple's pillar'd pride, 
Faſt by a ſacred fountain's ſide, 
Where Tweed ſports round each winding maze, 
There ſong ſhall warble, incenſe blaze; 
Nor dumb ſhall reſt the ſilver lyre, 
To animate the feſtive choir. 
There twice a-day fond boys ſhall come, 
And tender virgins in their bloom, 
(With fearful awe and infant ſhame) 
To call upon thy hallow'd name, 
As thrice about the wanton round 
With ſnowy feet they lightly bound. 
for me no beauty now invites, 
Long recreant to the ſoft delights. 
Loſt to the charming arts that move, 
Ah, dare I hope a mutual love ! 
The fond belief, of pleaſing pain, 
That hopes, fears, doubts, and hopes again. 
No wreaths upon my forehead bloom, 
Where flow'rs their vernal ſouls conſume. 
No more the reigning toaſt I claim: 
I yield the fierce contended name, 
Tho' daring once to drink all up, 
While Bacchus could ſupply the cup. 
« Farewell, deluſive, idle power! 
«© Welcome, contemplation's hour. 
% Now, now I ſearch, neglected long, 
The charms that lie in moral ſong, 
«« How to aſſwage the boiling blood, 
* The leſſous of the wile and good; 

cc Now 
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ö 0 & Now with fraternal ſorrows mourn ; 

| 1 c Now pour the tear o'er friendſhip's urn: 
\ 

| 
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Al « Or higher raiſe the wiſh refin'd, 
14 c The generous pray'r for human kind; 
1 4 Or, anxious for my Britain's fate, 
by « To Freedom beg a longer date; 

& To calm her more than civil rage, 
| | « And ſpare her yet one other age, 
«« Theſe, theſe the labours I purſue: 
« Fantaſtic Love! a long adieu.“ 
et why, O beauteous #***#*#, why, 
Heaves the long forgotten ſigh ? 
Why down my cheeks, when you appear, 
Steals drop by drop th* unbidden tear ? 
Once ſkill'd to breathe the anxious vow, 
Why fails my tongue its maſter now, 
And, fault'ring, dubious ſtrives in vain 
The tender meaning te explain? 
Why, in the viſions of the night, 
Riſes thy image to my fight ? 
Now ſciz d, thy much lov'd form J hold, 
Now loſe again the tranſient fold ; 
Unequal, panting far behind, 

| Purſue thee fleeter than the wind, 

1 Whether the dear deluſion ſtrays 


1 Thro' fair Hope-park's inchanting maze, 
Or where thy cruel Phantom glides 


Along the ſwiftly running tides» 
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HORACE 
BOOK I. EPISTLE XVII. 


IMITATE . 


Ear Ramſay, if I know thy foul aright, 
Plain-dealing honeſty's thy dear delight : 

Not great, but candid born ; not rich, but free ; 
Thinks kings moſt wretched, and moſt happy me: 
Thy tongue untaught to lie, thy knee to bend, 
fear no flatt'rer where I wiſh a friend. 
As the chaſte matron's tender look and kind, 
Where ſits the ſoul to ſpeak the yearning mind, 
From the falſe colouring of the wanton ſhows 
Th* unhallow'd roſes and polluted ſnows, 
A glare of beauty, nauſeous to the ſight, 
Groſs but to feed deſire, not raiſe delight: 
50 differs far, in value, uſe and end, 
The praiſing foe from the reproving friend. 
Such diſtance lies between, nay greater far, 
Who bears an honeſt heart, or bears a ſtar. 
A fault there is, but of another fort, 
That aims by naſtineſs to make its court ; 
By downright rudeneſs wou'd attempt to pleaſe, 
Ard ticks his friendſhip on your lips in greaſe : 
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With him (for ſuch were Sparta's rigid rules) 1 
All the polite are knaves; the cleanly, fools; L 
Good humour for impertinence prevails ; v 
So ſtrangely honeſt, —ke'll not pair his nails. L 
Know, virtuous Sir, if not indeed a ſlave H 
Yet, ſordid as the thing, thou art a knave ; w 
Virtue, its own, and every plain man's guide, De 
Serenely walks, with vice on every ſide, A | 
Keeps its own courſe, to its own point does bend, But 
To follies deaf, that call from either end. Jay 
This ſimple maxim ſhou'd a ſtateſman doubt, Say 
Two characters ſhall make it plainly out. Plez 
The firſt is his, (the oppoſite of proud) Apa 
By far more humble than a Chriſtian ſhou'd, The 
Purſues, diſtaũeful of plain ſober cheer, On 
Th' inho{pitable dinner of a peer; AsS 
Uſurps, without the taſk of ſaying grace, Mort 
The poor ſtarv'd chaplain's perquiſites and place; Wha 
To vice gives virtue, to old age gives youth; It rog 
So well bred he, —he never ſpoke one truth: Or * 
With watchful eyes fits full zgainſt my lord, Or if 
And catches, as it falls, each heavy word; Be th 
That, echo'd back, and ſent from lungs more able, Thi 
Aſſumes new force, and bandies round the table. His ne 
All ſtare: Was ever thing to pretty ſpoke ?“ s ther, 
You'd almoſt {wear it was his Grace's joke. He cri, 
Yet ſuch as theſe divide the great man's ſtore, Ruchea 
Aud flatter out the friendleſs and the poor. Cou'd \ 
Nor leſs the fool our cenſure muſt engage, Tie yo 
V/ hom every trifle roules into rage. On whe 


He 


He 
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He arms for all, fo fierce the wordy war, 
Labeo far leſs tenacious at the bar; 
Words heap'd on words ſo faſt together drive, 
Like clultring bees that darken from the hive, 
He fights alas! what mortal dares confute him ? 
With tongue, hand, eyes, and every inch about him: 
Deny me this; ah! rather than comply 
A thing ſo plain, -—1'd ſoener ſtarve or die. 
But, pray, what all this mighty fury draws ? 
Say, raves the patriot o er expiring laws ? , 
Say, on th' oppreſſor does his anger fall! 
Pleads he for the diſtreſs'd, like good Newhall ? 
A gainſt corruption does his vengeance rile ? 
The army ? or the general excile ? 
On trifling themes like theſe our man is mute, 
As S————, if fee- leſs you prelent your luit, 
More ſacred truths his zealous rage ſupply ; 
What all acknowledge, or what all deny: 
If rogues in red are worſe than rogues in lawn 
Or *** be as great a dunce as — ; 
Or if our Hannibal's fam'd Alpine road, 
Be thirty foot, or five and thirty broad, 
The vicious man, tho' in the worſt degree, 
His neighbour thinks more vicious {till than he. 
s there whom lawleis love ſhould bring to gallows ? 
He cries, what vengeance waits on perjur'd fellows ? 
Ruchead, who pin'd amidit his boundleſs ſtore, 
Cou'd wonder why rich Selkirk wiſh'd tor more: 
Tie youthful knight, who iquanders all away, 
On whores, on equipage, ou dreſs aud play; 
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The man who thirſts and hungers after pold ; ec 
The tricking tradeſman, and the merchant bold; te 
Whom fear of poverty compels to fly cc 
Throꝰ ſeas, exciſemen, rocks, oaths, perjury ; tc 
Start at each others crimes with pious fright, 60 
Yet think themſelves for ever in the right. ec 


But above all, the rogue of wealth exclaims, 
And calls the poorer ſinner filthy names; 
Tho? his foul ſoul, diſcolour'd all within, 
Has deeper drank the tincture of each fin: 
Or elſe adviſes, as the mother ſage 
Rebukes the hopes and torment of her age, 
(And, faith, tho” inſolent of wealth, in this 
Methinks, good friend, he talks not mnch amiſs) 
« Yield, yield, O fool, to my ſuperior merit, 
& Without a ſixpence thou, and fin with ſpirit? 
« For me thoſe high adventures kept by fate; 
« For crimes look graceful with a large eſtate : 
ce Then ceaſe, vain madman, and contend no more; 
& Heav'n meant thee virtuous when it made thee poor: 
But crimes like theſe to gold we can forgive ; 
What boots it how they dic or how they live ? 
Then weep, my friend, when wicked wealth you find, 
To change the ſpecies of the virtuous mind, 
You've doubtleſs heard how 'twas a ſtateſman's way, 
Whene'er he would oblige, that is, betray, 
Invited firſt the deſtin'd prey to dine, 
Then whiſper'd in his car, © You muſt be fine : 
« Fine cloaths, gay equipage, a ſplendid board 
« Give youth a luſtre, and become a lord. 
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« Why loiter meanly in paternal grounds, 
« To neighbours owe thy eaſe, thy health to hounds ? 
« Go roam about in gilded chariot hurl'd; 
© Make friends of ſtrangers, child, and learn the world: 
«© Thele kind inſtructors teach you beſt of any, 
«© The wiſe Sir William, and the good Lord Fanny.” 
Guiltleſs he bears of penſion and of place, 
Then ſinks in honour as he ſwells in lace ; 
Each hardy virtue yields, and, day by day, 
Melts in the ſunſhine of a court away. 
At firſt (not every manly thought reſign'd) 
He wonders why he dares not tell his mind; 
Feels the laſt footſteps of retiring grace, 
And virtuous bluſhes ling'ring on his face: 
The artful tempter plies the ſlaviſh hour, 
And works the gudgeon now within his pow'r ; 
Then tips his fellow Stateſman, © He'll aſſume 
« New modes of thinking in the Draw ing- room; 
« See idle dreams of greatnels ſtrike his eyes, 
« See penſions, ribbons, coronets arile,” 
« The man, whom labour only could delight, 
© Shall loiter all the day, and feaſt all night: 
* Who, mild, did once the kindeſt nature boat}, 
e Unmov'd ſhall riot at the orphan's colt ; 
* To pleaſures vile, that health and fame deſtroy, 
« Yield the domeſtick charm, the ſocial joy. 
&« See, charm'd no more with Maro's rural page, 
* He ſlumbers over Lucan's free born rage. 
% Each action in invertcd lights is ſeen ; 
* Meanneſs, trugality ; and freedom, ſpleen ; 

«© How 
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te How fooliſh Cato! Caeſar how divine! 
« In ſpite of Tully, friend to Catiline.“ 
Thus to each fair idea long unknown, 
The ſlave of each man's vices and his own, 
Inroll'd a member of the hireling tribe, 
He tow'rs to villany's laſt act, a bribe, 
And turns to make his ruin'd fortune's clear, 
Or gameſter, bully, jobber, pimp, or peer ; 
Till, late refracted thro' a purer air, 
The beams of royal favour tall elſewhere: 
Lo, vile, obſcure he ends his buſtling day, 
All ſtain'd the luſtre of his orient ray; 
And envies, poor, unpity'd; ſcorn'd by all; 
Marchmont the glories of a gen'rous fall. 
Such {ad examples can this land afford! 
Why 'tis the hiſtory of many a Lord. 
But you, perhaps, think odd whate'er I ſay ; 
Yet drink with ſuch originals each day. 
Then cenſure we no more, too daring friend, 
Whom Scandalum Magnatum may offend. 
How poor a figure ſhould a poet make, 
Ta'en into cuſtody for icribbling's lake? 
Ah how! (you know the mules never pay) 
With all his verſes earn five pounds a-day ? 
Leave we to Pope each knave of high degree, 
Sing we ſuch rules as ſuit or you or me. 
Then, firſt, into no others 1ecrets pry 
To ſuch be deaf your ear, be blind your eye: 
Of theſe, unaſk'd, why ſhou'd you claim a ſhare ! * 
But keep theſe late intruſted to your care: 


For 


For 
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For this, beware the cunning low deſign, 
That takes advantage of your rage or wine; 
For rage no pauſe of cooler thought affords, 
Is raſh, intemp'rate, headlong in its words. 
Lock faſt your lips, then, guard whate'er you ſay, 
Leſt in the fit of paſſion you betray ; 
And dread the wretch, who boalts the fatal pow'r 
To cheat in friendſhip's unſuſpecting hour. 

There is a certain pleaſing force, that binds, 
Faiter than chains do flaves, two willing minds, 
Tempers oppos'd each may it lelt controul, 

And melt two varying natures in one foul. 
This made two brothers diffrent humours hit, 
Tho' one had probity, and one had wit, 
Of ſober manners this, and plain good ſenſe, 
Avoided cards, wine, company, expence ; 
Sate from the tempting fatal lex withdrew, 
Nor made advances further than a bow. 
A diff'rent train of lite his twin puriues; 
Lov'd pictures, books, (nay authors write) the ſtews, 
A miſtreſs, op'ra, play, each darling theme; 
To ſcribble, above all, his joy ſupreme. 
Muſt theſe two brothers always meet to ſcold, 
Or quarrel, like to Jove's tam'd twins of old ? 
Each yielding, mutual, could each other pleaſe, 
And drew lite's yoke with tolcrable caſe : 
This thinking mirth not always in the wrong, 
Wou'd ſometimes condeſcend to hear a long ; 
And that, fatigu'd with his exalted fits, 
His beauties, gewgaws, whirlegigs and wits, 
Would 
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Would leave them all, far happier, to regale 
With proſe and friendſhip o'er a pot of ale. 
Then to thy friend's opinion ſometimes yield, 
And ſeem to loſe, altho' thou gain'ſt the field ; 
Nor, proud that thy ſuperior ſenſe be ſhown, 
Rail at his ſtudies, and extol your own. 

For when Aurora weeps the balmy dew, 
(And dreams, as rev'rend dreamers tell, are true) 
Sir George my ſhoulder ſlaps, juſt in the time 
When ſome rebellious word conſents to rhime : 
Sudden my verſes take the rude alarm, 
New-coin'd, and from the mint of fancy warm : 
I ſtart, I ſtare, I queſtion with my eyes; 

At once the whole poetic viſion flies. 

Up, up, exclaims the Knight; the ſeaſon fair ; 
dee how ſerene the ſky, how calm the air; 

Hark! from the hills the chearful horns rebound, 
And Echo propagates the jovial ſound ; 

The certain hound in thought his prey purſues, 
The ſcent lies warm, and loads the tainted dews, 
I quit my couch, and chearfully obey, 
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Content to let the younker have his way; pleas“ 
I mount my courſer, fleeter than the wind, "Fs 

And leave the rage of poetry behind. An eff 
But when, the day in bealthtul labour loſt, ab ho 
We eat our ſupper earn'd at common coſt ; Dildai; 
When each frank tongue ſpeaks out without controul, To gri 
And the free heart expatiates o'er the bowl ; Her fol 
Tho' all love proſe, my poetry finds grace, But 
And, pleas'd, I chant the glories of the chace. Fach fe 
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Of old, when Scotia's ſons for empire fought, 
Ere av'rice had debas'd each gen'rous thought, 
Ere yet, each manlier exercile forgot, 

One half had learn'd to doſe, one half to vote, 
Each bardy toil confirm'd their dawning age, 
And mimic fights inſpir'd to martial rape: 

Twas theirs with certain ſpeed the dart to ſend, 
With youthful force the ſtubborn yew to bend; 
O'ercame with early arm the fierceit floods, 

Or rang'd 'midſt chilling ſnows the pathleis woods; 
Toil'd tor the ſavage boar on which they fed: 
"Twas thus the chief of Bannockburn was bred : 
That gave (not poliſh'd then below mankind) 
Strength to the limbs, and vigour to the mind. 
The ſmiling dame, in tho'e victorious days, 

Was woo'd by valour, not ſeduc' d by praiſe ; 
Who ne'er did fears, but for her country, feel, 
And never (aw her lover, but in ſteel; 

Could make a Douglas' ſtubborn boſom yield, 
And ſend her Hero raging to the field ; 

Heard kind the honeſt warrior's one-tongu'd vow, 
Pleas'd with a genuine heart, as H*** is now. 
How would the gen'rous lals detelt to ſce 

An eſſenc'd fopling puling o'er his tea; 

Ah how, diltaſtcful of the mimic ſhow, 

Dildain the falſe appearance, as a foc! 

To greet, unfolding ev'ry focial charm, 

Her ſoldier from the field of glory warm, 

But now, alas! theſe pen'rous aims are oe'r; 
Lach foe inlults, ard Britain fights no more, 
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Yet humbler taſks may claim the _ 6 . 
Who aids her laws no more, may _ = oil. 
Since, to be happy, man mult ne er — 's 
Th? internal void let peaceful labours . 
When kind amuſements hours of fame . oy, 
The working mind ſubſides to ober + 
Behold, in fair autumnal bonours ſprea , 5 3 
The wheaten garland wreath the laurel'd head; 
Where ſtapnant waves did in dull Jakes — 
Rich harveſts wave, the bounty of the _ | 
In barren heaths, where ſummer never {mil d, 
The rural city riles o'er the wild ; 
Along the cool canal or ſhooting _ 
T)ifport the ſons of mirth and game . 
It now remains I counſel, if indee ES 
My countel, friend, can ſtand thee m_ in * 
1 well of whom you ſpeak; nor 10 you fine 
It always ſafe to tell each man your mind. 
Even honeſty regaid to ſafety owes; ; 
Nor necd it publiſh all it thinks and 2 
Th' eternal queſt'ner, ſhunt a certain 45 a | 
"There is No blab like to the guelt ning ol; 
Even ſcarce before you turn yourlelt | 
Whate'er he lcars his leaky tongue runs out: 
The word clanc'd no longer we controul, # 
Once ſally'd forth, it burſts from pole to po 


Guard well your heart, ah! itill be beauty · proof 


r 
Beneath fair friendſhip's venerable 3 5 
| ines ig of the fair, 
What tho” ſhe ſhines the brightelt pee 
form even ſuch as Wallace fell might wear! 


Dive 1 
Shoulc 
Guiltli 
Alas! 
And bag 
Then 5 
And fr; 
do Crea 
When 
Whoſe 
Hopes t 
When e 
Whoſe \ 
This muy 
For calu 
hen o 


a, clai 
hen en 
+ Worth 


1 

What tho' no rocks, nor marble arm her breaſt, 
A yielding Helen to her Trojan gueſt, 
The dangerous combat fly: why wouldſt thou gain 
A ſhameful conqueſt won by years of pain! 
For know, the fhort-liv'd guilty rapture paſt, 
Reflection comes a dreadful judge at laſt : 
'Tis chat avenges (ſuch its pointed ſtings) 
The poor man's cauſe on ſtateſmen and on kings. 

To praiſe aright, is ſure no eaſy art; 
Yet prudence here directs the wiſe-· man's part. 
Let long experience then conſirm the friend, 
Dive to his depth of foul, ere you commend, 
Should you extol the fool but ſlightly known, 
Guiltleſs you bluſh for follies not your own. 
Alas! we err: for villains can betray, 
and gold corrupt the faint of veiterday. 
Then yield, convicted by the publick voice, 
and frankly own the weaknels of your choice; 
So greater credit ſhall your judgment gain, 
When you defend the worth that knavcs arraign; 
Whole foul ſecure, confiding in your aid, 
Hopes the kind ſhelter of your friendly ſhade ; 
When envy on his ſpotleis name ſhall f.. 
Whoſe venom'd tooth corrupts and blackens all; 
This mutual help the kindred virtoes claim; 


tor calumny eats on from fame to fame. 

* hen o'er thy neighbour's roof the flaines aſpire, 
ay, claims it not thy care to aucich the hug ? 
Vhen envy rapes, imall tle pace bet ict, 
i worth ally'd, thy character is next. 
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Fir'd at the firſt with what the great impart; 
Frank we give way, and yield up all the heart, 
How ſweet the converle of the potent friend! 
How charming when the mighty condeſcend ! 

The {mile fo affable, the courtly word. 

And, as we would a miltrels, truſt a lord. 

Th' experienc'd dread the cheat; with prudent care 
Diſtruſt alike the powerful and the fair, 

Thou, when thy veſſel flies before the wind, 

Think on the peaceful port thou left behind; 

Tho? all ſerene, yet bear a humble fail, | 

Leſt veering greatneſs ſhift the treach'rous gale. 
How various man! yet ſuch are nature's laws, 
With pow'rful force each diff rent humour draws : 


The grave the chearful hate; theſe bate the ſad ; ] 
Your ſober wiſe-man thinks the wit quite mad; Fai 
He, happy too in wit's inverted rule, Co 
Thinks every ſober wiſe-mai more than fool ; Th 
Whoſe active mind from toil to toil can run, Th. 
And join the riſing to the ſetting ſun, To 
Like Philip's fon for fame, purlving gains Wit 
While yet one penny unſubdu'd remains; Not 
Admires how lovers waſte th' inaQtive day, Hoy 
Sigh, mid'ſt the fair, their gentle fouls away. Firr 
The tuneful bard, who boaſts his vary'd (trains, Leſt 
Shares with the lark the glory of the plains, Shou 
Whole life th* impreſſion of no forrow knows, Or | 
So {moothly calm, he ſcarcely feels it flows, For 
In vocal woods each fond conceit purſues, Whe 
Pleas'd with the gingling bauble of a mule, The 
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Pities the toiling madman's airy ſcheme, 

When greatnels ſickens o'er th* ambitious dream; 
Each boon rompanion, who the night prolongs, 

In noi e and rapture, feſtivals and longs, 

Condemns the graver mortal for an als, 

Who dares reftule his bumper and his lals ; 76 
Still urging on, what boots it that you ſwear 5 
You dread the vapours and nocturnal air; 

Yet grant a little to the ſocial vine, 

Full on the friend with cloudlels viſage ſhine, 

Oft ſullen ſilence ſpeaks a want of ſenſe, 

Or tol!y lurks beneath the wiſe pretence. 

Is there ſevere, who baulks the genial hour ? 

He's not ſo ſober, were he not fo ſour. 

But above all, I charge thee o'er and o'er, 
Fair peace thro' all her ſecret haunts explore; 
Conſult the learn'd in life, (thele beſt adviſe) 
The good in this, more knowing than the wile, 
Their lacred ſcience learn, and what the art 
To guard the {allies of th' impetuous heart ; 
With temper due th' internal poiſe to keep, 

Not ſoaring impudent, nor ſervile creep; 
How ſure thylelt, thy friends, thy God to pleaſe, 
Firm health without, within unſbaken peace; 
Leſt keen deſire, ſtill making new demands, 
Should raiſe new toes unnumber'd on thy hands: 
Or hope, or fear inſpire th” unmanly groan, 
For things of little uſe, perhaps of none: 
Who beſt can purchaſe Virtuc's righteous dow'r, 
The ſage with wiſdom, or the king with pow's : 
Or 
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Or if the mighty bleſſing ſtands confin'd, 


To the chaſte nature and the heav'n-taught mind: 
And chief th' important leſſon wiſe attend, 


What makes thee to thyſelf thyſelf's beſt friend: 


If gold a pure tranquillity beſtows, 
Or greatneſs can inſure a night's repoſe ; 
Or muſt we ſeek it in the ſecret road 
That leads thro* virtue to the peaceful God; 
A ſhaded walk, where, ſeparate from the throng, 
We ſteal thro' life all unperceiv'd along. 

For me, afraid of life's tempeſtuous gale, 
I make to port, and croud on all my fail. 
Soon may the peaceful grove and ſhelter'd ſeat 
Receive me weary in the kind retreat ; 
Bleſt if my **** be the deſtin'd ſhade, 
Where childhood ſported, of no ills afraid, 
Ere youth full grown its daring wing diſplay'd. 
'That often croſt by life's inteſtine war, 
Forelaw that day of triumph from afar, 
When warring paſlions mingling in the fray, 


Had drawn the youthful wand'rer from his way: 


zut recollecting the ſhort error, mourn'd, 

And duteous to the warning voice return'd, 

No more the paſſions hurry ing into ſtrife, 

My ſoul enjoys the gentler calms of lite. 

Like Tityrus, bleſs'd among the rural ſhades, 
Whoſe hallow'd round no guilty wiſh invades ; 
No joy tumultuous, no depreſſing care; 

All that 1 want is Amaryllis there ; 

Where fGilver Forth each fair meander leads 
Thr breathing harveſts and empurp!'d meads; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe ruſſot ſwains enjoy the golden dream, 

And thankful bleſs the plenty-giving ſtream. 
There youth, convinc'd, foregoes each daring claim, 
And ſettling manhood takes a ſurer aim; 

Till, age accompliſh late the fair deſign, 

And calm poſſeſs the good, if age be mine. 

What think'ſt thou, then, my friend, ſhall be my cares, 
My daily ſtudies, and my nightly pray'rs ? 

Of the propitious Pow'r this boon I crave, 

Still to preſerve the little that I have; 

Nor yet repugnance at the lot exprels, 

Should Fate decree that little to be leſs 

That what remains of life to heav'n 1 live, 

If life indeed has any time to give: 

Or if the fug'tive will no longer ſtay, 

To part as friends ſhould do, and flip away: 
Thankful to heav'n, or for the good ſupply'd, 

To heav'n ſubmitlive for the good deny d, 
Renounce the houſhold charm, a bliſs divine ! 
Heav'n never meant for me, and I reſign : 

In other joys th' allotted hours improve, 

And gain in friendſhip what was loſt in love: 
Some comfort ſnatch'd, as each vain year return'd, 
When nature ſuffer'd, or when friendſhip mourn'd, 
Of all that ſtock fo fatally bereft, 

Once vouth's proud boaſt, alas! the little left; 
Theſe friends, in youth belov'd, in manhood try'd, 
Age muſt not change thro' avarice or pride: 

For me let Wiſdom's ſacred fountain flow, 

The cordial draught that ſweetens every woe; 
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Let fortune kind, the Fuſt Enough provide, 


Nor dubious float on Hope's uncertain tide ; 
Add thoughts compos'd, affeftious ever even, — 
Thus far ſuffices to have aſk'd of heaven, 

Who in the diſpenſations of a day, 

Grants life, grants death; now gives, now takes away; bs 
To ſcaffolds oft the ribbon'd ſpoiler brings ; 

Takes power from ſt ateſmen, and their thrones from kings 3 
From the unthankful heart the bliſs decreed 
But leaves the man of worth ſtill bleſs'd indeed: 
Be life heav'n's gift, be mine the care to find 
Still equal to itlelf the balanc'd mind ; 

Fame, beauty, wealth forgot, each human toy, 
With thoughtful quiet pleas'd, and virtuous joy N 
In theſe, and theſe alone, ſupremely bleſt, 

When fools and madmen ſcramble for the reſt. Amid 
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Arx, great principle whence nature ſprings, 
The prime of elements, and firſt of things, 
Amidſt proud richesꝰ ſoul-inflaming ſtore, 
As through the night the fiery blaze 
Pours all around the ſtreaming rays, 
Conſpicuous glows the golden oar. 
But if thee, O my ſoul, a fond deſire 
To ling the conteſts of the great, 
Calls forth t' awake th' etherial fire, 
What ſubject worthier of the lyre, 
Glympia's glories to relate! 
Full in the forehead of the ſky, 
The ſun, the world's bright radiant eye, 
Z Shines 


* Lyricorum long? Pindarus princeps, ſpirits magnificentii, ſen- 
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Shines o'er each leſſer flame; 
On earth what theme ſuffices more 


To make the Muſes” offspring ſoar, 


, Than the Olympian Victor's fame? 
Bat from the ſwelling column, where on high 
It peaceful hangs, take down the Doric lyre, 
If with ſweet love of ſacred melody, 
| The ſteeds of Hiero thy breaſt inſpire. 
When born along the flow'ry fide, 
Where ſmooth Alpheus' waters glide, 
Their voluntary virtue flies, 
Nor needs the drivers rouzing cries, 
But rapid ſeize the duſty ſpace, 
To reap the honours of the race, 
The merit of their ſpeed ; 
And bind with laurel wreath the manly brows 
Of him the mighty King of Syracuſe, 
Delighting in the victor ſteed. 
Far ſounds his glory thro' the winding coaſt 
Of Lydia, where his wand' ring hoſt 
From Elis, Pelops led to new abodes; 
There proſper d in his late found reign, 
Lov'd by the ruler of the main; 
When at the banquet of the Gods, 
In the pure laver of the Fates again, 
Clotho, the youth to life renew'd, 
With potent charm and myſtic ſtrain, 
When by his cruel father ſlain, 
Wah ivory ſhoulder bright endow'd, 


But 


Bleſt 
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Oft fables with a fond ſurprize, 


When ſhaded o'er with fair diſguiſe, 


The wandring mind detain ; 
Deluded by the kind deceit, 
We joy more in the ſkilfu] cheat, 
Than in truth's faithful ſtrain. 
But chief to verſe theſe wond'rous pow'rs belong, 
Such grace has Heaven beſtow'd on ſong ; 
Bleſt Parent! from whoſe loins immortal j jope, 
To mitigate our pain below, 
Soft'ning the anguiſh of our woe, 
Are ſprung, the children of its voice: 
Song can o er unbelief itſelf prevail, 
The virtue of its magic art, 
Can make the moſt amazing tale, 
With ſhafts of eloquence aſſail, 
Victorious; the yielding heart: 
But time on never - ceaſing wings 
Experienc d wiſdom ſlowly brings, 
And teaches mortal race 
Not to blaſpheme the Holy One, 
That deathleſs fills the heay'nly throne, 
Inhabiting eternal ſpace. 
Therefore, O ſon of Tantalus, will I 
In other guiſe thy wond'rous tale unfald, 
And juſter to the Rulers of the ſky, 
With lips more hallow'd than the bards of old. 
For when thy Sire the Gods above, 


To ſhare the kind return of love, 
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Invited from their native bow'rs, 
Jo his own lov'd Sipylian tow'rs, 
The trident pow'r, by fierce deſire 
subdu'd, on golden ſteeds of fire, 
Thee bore aloft to Jove on high ; 
Where ſince young Ganymede, ſweet Phrygian boy, 
Succeeded to the miniſtry of joy, 
And nectar banquet of the sky. 
But when no more on earth thy form was ſeen, 
Conſpicuous in the walks of men, 
Nor yet to ſoothe thy mother's longing ſight, 
The ſearching train ſent to explore 
Thy lurking-place, could thee reſtore, 
The weeping fair's ſupreme delight: 
Then Envy's forked tongue began t' infeſt 
And wound thy Sire's untainted fame, 
That he to each #therial gueſt 
Had ſerv'd thee up a horrid feaſt, 
dubdu'd by foyce of all-devouring flame; 
But, the bleſt Powers of Heav'n t' accuſe, 
Far be it from the holy Muſe, 
Of ſuch a feaſt impure; 
Vengeance protracted for a time, 
Still overtakes the ſland'rer's crime, 
At Heaven's ſlow appointed hour. 
Yet certain, if the Pow'r who wide ſurveys, 
From his watch-tow'r, the carth and ſeas, 
E'er dignify'd the periſhable race ; 
Him, Tantalus they rais'd on high, 
Him, the chief fav'rite of the sky, 
Exalted to ſublimeſt grace. 
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But his proud heart was lifted up and vain, 
Swell'd with his envy'd happineſs, 
Weak and frail his mortal brain, 
The lot ſuperior to ſuſtain ; 
He fell degraded from his bliſs, 
For on his head th' Almighty Sire, 
Potent in his kindled jre, 
Hung a rock's monſtrous weight: 
Too feeble tq remove the load, 
Fix'd by the ſanction of the God, 
He wandred erring from delight. 
The watchful ſynod of the skies decreed 
His waſted heart a prey to endleſs woes, 
Condemn'd a weary pilgrimage to lead, 
On earth ſecure, a ſtranger to repoſe, 
Becauſe, by mad ambition driv'n, 
He robb'd the ſacred ſtores of heay'n : 
Th' ambroſial vintage of the skies 
Became the daring ſpoiler's prize, 
And brought to ſons of mortal earth 
The banquet of celeſtial birth, 
With endleſs bleſlings fraught, 
And to his impious rev'lers pour'd the wine, 
Whoſe precious ſweets make bleſt the Pow'rs divine, 
Gift of the rich immortal draught. 
Fooliſh the man who hopes his crimes may lye 
Unſeen by the ſupreme all- piercing eye; 
He, high enthron'd above all heav'ns height, 
The works of men with broad ſurvey, 
And as in the blazing flame of day, 
Beholds 
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Behglds the ſecret deeds of night. * 1 
Therefore his ſon the immortals back again 5 | 
Sent to theſe death- obnoxious abodes, 
To taſte his ſhare of human pain, . 
Exil'd from the celeſtial reign, 
And ſweet communion of the gods. 
But when the fleecy down began 
To clothe his chin, and promiſe man; 
The ſhafts of young deſire, 
And love of the fair female kind, 
Inflam'd the yourhful hero's mind, 
And ſet his amorous ſoul on fire, 
Won by fair Hippodamia's lovely eyes, 
The Piſan tyrant's blooming prize, & 
High in his hopes he purpog'd to obtain | 
 O'ercome her ſavage fire in arms, 
The price of her celeſtial charms + | 
For this the Ruler of the main u 
Invoking in the dreary ſolitude, 
And ſecret ſeaſon of the night; 
Oft, on the margin of the flood 
Alone, the raging lover ſtood, 
Till to his long - deſiring fight, 
From below the ſounding deeps, 
His ſcaly herds where Proteus keeps, 
The fav'rite youth to pleaſe, 
Dividing ſwift the hoary ſtream, 
Refulgent on his golden team, 
Abpear d the trident-ſcepter'd King of ſeas, 8 
| To Un 
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To whom the. youth: If e er with fond delight, 
The gifts of Venug could thy ſoul inſpire, 
Reſtrain fell Oenemaus ſpear in fight; 

And me, who dare advent'rous to aſpire, 
Me grant,” propitious, to ſucceed, 
Enduing with unrival'd ſpeed 
The flying car, decreed to gain 
The laurel wreath, on Elis' plain, 

Via.ictorious o'er the father's pow'r 5 

Who dire, ſo many hapleſs lovers ſlain, 
Does ſtill a maid the wond'rous fair detain, 
Protractive of the ſweet connubial hour; 
Danger demands a ſoul ſecure of dread, - 
Equal to the daring deed ! 
Since then, th' immutable decrees of Fate, 
Have fix'd, by their vicegerent Death, 
The limits of each mortal breath, 
Doom'd to the urn, or ſoon or late: 
What mind reſolv'd and brave would ſleep away 
His life; when glory warms the blood, 
Only t' enjoy ſome dull delay, 
Inactive to his dying day, 
Not aiming at the ſmalleſt good ? 

But the blooming maid inſpires 

My breaſt to far ſublimer fires, 

To raiſe my glory to the ſkies ; 
Gracious O fav'ring Pow'r, give ear, 
Indulgent to my vow ſincere, 

Proſp'ring the mighty enterprize, _ 

So pray'd the boy: nor fell his words in vain, 
To Unheeded by the ruler of the main; 
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A golden car, earth's ſhaking Pow'r beſtow'd, 
And to the glitt'ring axle join'd | 
Unrival'd ſteeds, fleet as the wind; 

Glad of the preſent of the god, 
The ardent youth demands the promis'd fight; 
In duſt the haughty parent laid, 
Neptune fulſils the youth's delight, 
And wings his chariot's rapid flight, 
To win the ſweet celeſtial maid. 
» She with ſix ſons, a fair increaſe; 
Crown'd the Hero's warm embrace, 
Whom virtue's love inſpir'd; 
Upright to walk in virtue's ways, 
The ſureſt path to nobleſt praiſe; 
The nobleſt praiſe the youth acquir'd. 
Now by Alpheus' ſtream, meand'ring fair, 
Whoſe humid train wide ſpreads the Piſan plains, 
A ſepulchre, ſublimely rear'd in air, 
All, of the mighty man that was, contains. 
There frequent in the holy ſhade, 
The vows of ſtranger-chiefs are paid, 
And on the ſacred altar lies 
The victim, ſmoaking to the ſkies, 
When heroes, at the ſolemn ſhrine, 
Invoke the pow'rs with ntes divine, 
From every diſtant ſoil, 
And drive about the eonſecrated mound 
The ſounding car, or on the liſted ground 
Urge the fleet racers, or the wreſtlers toil. 
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Happy the man whom fav'ring Fate allows 
The wreaths of Piſa to furround his brows ; 
All wedded to delight, his after-days 
In calm and even tenor run, 
The noble dow'r of conqueſt won, 
Such conſcious pleaſure flows from praiſe, 
Thee, Muſe, great Hiero's virtue to prolong, 
It fits, and to reſound his name : 
Exalting o'er the vulgar throng, 
In thy ſweet Eolian ſong, 
His garland of Olympian fame. 
Nor ſhalt thou, O] my Muſe, e'er find 
A more ſublime or worthier mind, 
To better fortunes born : 
On whom the gracious love of God, 
The regal pow'r has kind beſtow'd, 
And arts of ſway, that power t' adorn, 
Still may thy God, O potent King ! employ 
His ſacred miniſtry of joy, 
Solicitous with tutelary care, 
To guard from the attacks of Fate 
Thy bleſſings laſting as they're great, 
The pious Poet's conſtant pray'r. 
Then to the mighty bounty of the ſky, 
The Muſe ſhall add a ſweeter lay, 
With wing ſublime when ſhe ſhall fly, 
Where Cronius rears his cliffs on high, 
Smote with the burning ſhafts of day; 
If the Muſes' quiver'd God 
D* Faye for ſong the even road, 
Aa With 
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With facred rapture warm, 
A further flight aloft in air 
Elanc'd, ſhall wing my tuneful ſpear, 
More vigorous from the Muſe's arm. 
To many heights the daring climber ſprings, | 
Ere he the higheſt top of pow'r ſhall gain; 
Chief ſeated there the majeſty of Kings ; 
The reſt at different ſteps below remain: 
Exalted to that wondrous height, 
T” extend the proſpect of delight, 
May'ſt thou, O Hiero! live content, 
On the top of all aſcent. 
To thee, by bounteous Fates, be giv'n 
T' inhabit til] thy lofty heav'n : | 
To me, in arts of peace, 
Still to converſe with the fair victor hoſt, 
For graceful ſong, an honourable boaſt, 


Conſpicuous thro the realms of Greece, 
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O Sov'reign hymns ! that pow'rful reign 
In the harp, your ſweet domain, 
Whom will ye choofe to raiſe ; 

What god ſhall now the yerſe reſound ; 

What chief, for godlike deed renown'd, 
Exalt to loftieſt praiſe ? 

Piſa is Jove's : Jove's conqu'ring ſon 

Firſt the Olympic race ordain'd : 
The firſt fair fruits of glory won 
The haughty tyrant's rage reſtrain d. 
He firſt the wond'rons game beſtow'd 
When breathing from Augean toils, 
He conſecrates the dreadful ſpoils, 
An off ring to his Father-god, 
Theron, his virtues to approve, 
And imitate the ſeed of Jove, 
Th' Olympic laurel claims, 

Whoſe ſwift-wheel'd car has born away 

The rapid honours of the day, 

Foremoſt among the victor names. 


Therefore 
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Therefore for Theron praiſe awaits, 

For him the lyre awakes the ſtrain, 

The ſtranger welcom'd at his gates 
With hoſpitable love humane. 

Fix'd on the councils of his breaſt, 
As on the column's lofty height 
Remains ſecure the building's weight, 
The ſtructure of his realm may reſt. 
Of a fair (tem, himſelf a fairer flow'r, 

Who ſoon tranſplanted from their native ſoil, 
Wander'd many climates o'er, 

Till after long and various toil, 

On the fair river's deſtin'd bank they found 
Their ſacred ſeat, and heav'n-choſe ground : 
Where ſtood delightful to the eye 
The fruitful, beauteous Sicily, 

And could a num'rous iſſue boaſt, 
That ſpread their luſtre round, and flouriſh'd o'er the coaſt, 
The following years all took their ſilver flight, 
With pleaſure wing'd and ſoft delight, 
And every year that flew in peace, 
Brought to their native virtues, ſtore 
Of wealth and pow'r, a new increaſe, 

Fate ſtill confirm'd the ſum, and bounteous added more, 
But ſon of Rhe' and Saturn old, 
Who doſt thy ſacred throne uphold 

On high Olympus? hill; 
Whoſe rule th' Olympic race obeys, 
Who guid'ſt Alpheus' winding maze, 
In hymns delighting {till ; 
Grant, 
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Grant, gracious to the godlike race, 
Their children's children to ſuſtain, 
Peaceful thro? time's ne er- ending ſpace, 
The ſceptre and paternal reign. 
For time, the aged fire of all, 
The deed impatient of delay, 
Which the ſwift hour has wing'd away, 
Juſt or unjuſt, can ne'er recall, 
But when calmer days ſucceed, 
Of fair event, and lovely deed, 
Our lot ſerene at laſt ; 
The memory of darker hours, 
When Heav'n ſevere and angry low'rs, 
Forgotten lyes and paſt. 
Thus mild, and lenient of his frown, 
When Jove regards our adverſe fate, 
And ſends his choſen bleſſings down 
To chear below our mortal ſtate : 
Then former evils, odious brood, 
Before the heav'n-born bleſſings fly, 
Or trodden down ſubjected lye, 
Soon vanquiſh'd by the victor- good. 
With thy fair daughters, Cadmus ! beſt agrees 
The Muſe's ſong; who, after many woes 
At laſt on golden thrones of eaſe, 
Enjoy an undiſturb'd repoſe. 
No more they think of Cadmus, mournful ſwain ! 
Succeeding joys diſpel his former pain. 
And Semele, of roſy hue, 
Whom the embracing Thuad'rer ſigw, 
Exalted 
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Exalted now to heav'n's abodes, 1 
Herſelf a goddeſs blythe, dwells with immortal gods. 
Bath d in th' ambroſial odours of the ſky, 
Her long diſhevel'd treſſes fly: 
Her, Minerva ſtill approves 
She is her prime and darling joy : 
Her, heav'n's Lord ſupremely loves ; 
As does his roſy ſon, the ivy- crowned boyz. 
Thou Ino too! in pearly cells, 
Where Nereusꝰ ſea- green daughter dwells, 
Enjoy ſt a lot divine: 
No more of ſuff ring mortal ſtrain, 
An azure goddeſs of the main, 
Eternal reſt is thine. 
Loſt in a maze, blind feeble man, 
Knows not the hour he ſure foreſees, 
Nor with the eyes of nature can 
Pierce thro' the hidden deep decrees; 
Nor ſees he if his radiant day, 
That in meridian ſplendor glows, 
Shall gild his ev'ning's quiet cloſe, 
Soft ſmiling with a farewel ray. 
As when the ocean's refluent tides, 
Within his hollow womb ſubſides, 
Is heard to ſound no more ; 
Till rouſing all its rage again, 
Flood roll'd on flood it pours amain, 
And {weeps the ſandy ſhore : 
So Fortune, mighty Queen of life, 
Works up@roud man, her deltin'd ſlave, 
| | Of 
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Of good and ill the ſtormy ftrife, 
The ſport of her alternate wave; 
Now mounted to the height of bliſs, 
He ſeems to mingle with the ſky; 
Now looking down with giddy eye, 
Sees the retreating waters fly, 
And trembles at the deep abyſs. 
As, by experience led, the ſearching mind 
Revolves the records of ſtill - changing fate, 
Such dire reverſes ſhall he find, 
Oft mark the fortunes of the great ! 
Now bounteous Gods, with bleſſings all divine, 
Exalt on high the ſceptred line, 
Now the bright ſcene of laurel'd years, 
At once quick-ſhifting, diſappears : * 
And in their radiant room ſucceeds 
A diſmal train of ills, and tyræmous miſdeeds. 
Since the curſt hour the fateful ſon 
Plung'd in the guilt he ſought to ſhun, 
And ſaw beneath his haſty rage 
The hoary King, Heay'n's victim, bleed; 
Deaf to a father's pleading age, 
His erring hands fulfill'd, what guilty Fate decreed, 
Erynnis, dreadful Fury ! ſaw 
The breach of nature's holieſt law, 
She mounts her hooked car z 
Thro* Phocis' death-devoted ground 
She flew, and pave the nations round 
To the wide waſte of war; 
By 


( 184 ) 
By mutual hands the brothers dy'd, 
Furious on mutual wounds they run; 
Sons, fathers, ſwell the ſanguine tide; 
Fate drove the purple deluge on. 
Thus periſh'd all the fated brood, 
Thus Eris wrought her dreadful will ; 
When ſated vengeance had its fill, 
Therſander clos'd the ſcene of blood. 
He, ſprung from beauteous Argea, ſhone, 
The glory of Adraſtrus' throne, 
When fierce in youthful fire, 
He rag'd around the Theban wall, 
And ſaw the ſevenfold city fall 
A victim to his fire. 
From him, as from a ſecond root, 
Wide ſpreading to the lofty ſkies, 
The ſons of martial glory ſhoot, 
And cluſt'ring chiefs on chiefs ariſe, 
There in the topmoſt boughs diſplay d, 
Great Theron fits with luſtre crown'd, 
And verdant honours bloom around, 
While nations reſt beneath his ſhade, 
Awake the lyre ! Theron demands the lays, 
Yet all too low ! Call forth a nobler ſtrain | 
Decent is ev'n th' exceſs of praiſe : 
For Theron ſtrike the ſounding lyre again. 
Olympia's flow'ring wreath he ſingly wears; 
The Iſthmian palm his brother ſhares, 
Delphi reſounds the kindred name, 
The youths contend alike for fame, 
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Fair rivals in the glorious chace; 
When twelve times darting round, they flew the giddy ſpace, 
Thrice bleſt ! for whom the Graces twine 
Fame's brighteſt plume, the wreathe divine : 
Loſt to remembrance, former woes 
No more reflection's ſting employ ; 
With triumph all the boſom glows, 
Pour'd thro? th expanding heart, th' impetuous tide of joy. 
Riches, that ſingly are poſſeſt, 
Vain pomp of life! a ſpecious waſte, 
But feed luxurious pride: 
Yet when with ſacred virtues crown'd; 
Wealth deals its lib'ral treaſures round, 
*Tis nobly dignify'd. 
To modeſt worth, to honour's bands, 
With conſcious warmth he large imparts ; 
And in his preſence ſmiling ſtands 
Fair Science, and her handmaid, Arts. 
As in the pure ſerene of night, 
Thzon'd in its ſphere, a beauteous ſtar 
Sheds its bleſt influence from afar 
At once beneficent and bright. 
But hear ye wealthy, hear ye great, 
I ſing the fix'd decrees of Fate, 
What after death remains, 
Prepar'd for the unfeeling kind 
Of cruel untelenting mind, 
A doom of endleſs pains ! 
The crimes that ſtain'd this living light, 
Beneath the holy eye of Jove, 
B b Neet 
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Meets in the regions drear of night, 
The vengeance but delay'd above, 
There the pale finner drear aghaſt, 
Impartial, righteous, and fevere, 
Unaw'd by pow'r, unmov'd by pray'r, 
Eternal juſtice dooms at laſt. 
Far otherwiſe, the ſouls whom virtue guides 
Enjoy a calm repoſe of ſacred reſt, 
Nor light nor ſhade their time divides, 
With one eternal ſunſhine bleſt. 
Emancipated from the cares of life, 
No more they urge the mortal ſtrife ; 
No more, with {till-revolving toil, 
They vex a hard, ungrateful ſoil ; 
Nor plow the ſurges of the main, 
Exchanging holy quiet for falſe deceitful gain, 
But to theſe ſacred ſeats preferr'd, 
With gods they live, as gods rever'd, 
And tears are wip'd from ev'ry eye; 
While baniſh'd from the happy reign, 
The guilty ſouls in darkneſs lye, 
And weary out the frightful miniſters of pain. 
So Heay'n decrees ; The good and juſt, 
Who, true to life's important truſt, 
Have well ſuſtain'd the field ; 
* Whoſe ſouls undaunted, undiſmay'd, 
Nor flatt'ring pleaſure could perſuade, 
Nor paſhons taught to yield ; 
Theſe thro' the mortal changes paſt, 
Still liſt'ning to the heav'nly lore, 
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Find this ſublime reward at laſt, * 
The trial of obedience o er. | } 
Then burſting from the bonds of clay, | 
Triumphant tread the heay'n-pav'd road | 

That leads to Saturn's high abode, 

And Jove himſelf directs the way. 2 | 
There, where the bleſt reſide at eaſe, | 
Bland Zephyrs breathe the ſea-born breeze | 

O'er all the happy iſle : j 
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Unnumber'd ſweets the air perfume, 
'Tis all around one golden bloom, 1 | 
All one celeſtial- ſmile, | 
By living ſtreams fair trees aſcend, | 
Whoſe roots the humid waters lave; | 
The boughs with radiant fruitage bend, 
Rich produce of the fruitful waye, 
Thus ſporting in celeſtial bow'rs, 
The ſons of the immortal morn, 
Their heads and roſy hands adorn, 
With garlands of unfading flow'rs. 
There Rhadamanth, who great aſſeſſor reigns 
To Rhæa's Son, by ſtill unchanging right, 
Awarding all : To vice, eternal chains; 
To virtue opes the gates of light. 
Rhza ! who high in heav'n's ſublime abodes 
Sits thron'd, the mother of the gods, 
Cadmus to this immortal choir 
Was led; and Peleus noble fire ! 
And glorious fon ! ſince Thetis' love 
Subdu'd, with pray'r, the yielding mind of Jore. 
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Who Troy laid proſtrate on the plain, 

His country's pillar, Hector, ſlain ; 

By whom unhappy Cygnus bled ; 

By whom the Ethiopian boy, 

That ſprung from Neptune's godlike bed, 
| The aged Tithon's, and Aurora's higheſt joy. 
What grand ideas croud my brain! 
What images ! a lofty train 

In beauteous order ſpring : 

As the keen ſtore of feather'd fates 

Within the braided quiver waits, 

Impatient for the wing: 

See, ſee they mount! The ſacred few 
Endu'd with piercing flight, 

Alone thro? darling fields purſue 
Th' aerial regions bright. 

This nature gives, her chiefeſt boaſt; 
But when the bright ideas fly,  '/ 
Far ſoaring from the vulgar eye, 

To vulgar eyes are lot, 

Where nature ſows her genial ſeeds, 

A lib'ra] harveſt ſtraight ſucceeds, 

Fair in the human ſoil; \ 
While art, with hard laborious pains, : 
Creeps on unſeen, nor much attains, 4 

By flow progreſhve toil, 
Reſembling this, the feeble Crow, 

Amid the vulgar winged croud, 
Hides in the dark'ning copſe below, 
Van, ſtrutting, garrulous, and loud: 
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While Genius mounts th' etherial height, 
As the imperial bird of Joye 
On ſounding pinions ſoars above, 
And dares the Majeſty of light. 
Then fit an arrow to the tuneful ſtring, 
O thou my Genius! warm with ſacred flame; 
Fly ſwift, etherial ſhaft !! and wing 
The godlike Theron unto fame. 
I folemn ſwear, and holy truth atteſt, 
That ſole inſpires the tuneful breaſt, 
That, never ſince th' immortal fun 
His radiant journey firſt begun, 
To none the gods did e er impart 
A more exalted mind, or wide - diffuſive heart. 
Fly, Envy, hence, that durſt invade 
Such glories, with injurious ſhade 
Still, with ſyperior luſtre bright, 
His virtues ſhine, in number more 
Than are the radiant fires of night, 
Or ſands that ſpread along the ſea-ſurrounding ſhore, 
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HEC TOR and ANDROMACHE. 


From the 6th age HomMER,' tranſſated literally, 


Beginning ver. 497. Azure, Pbioe ve r e wir, 


Oo 


Daring thou! to thy own ſtrength a prey, 
Nor pity moves thee for thy infant ſon, 


Nor miſerable me, a widow foon ! 

For, ruſhing on thy fingle might, at once 
The Greeks will overwhelm thee : Better far 
I had been wrapt in earth, than live of thee 
Forlorn, and deſolate; if thou muſt die, 
What further comfort then for me remains, 
What ſolace, but in tears? No father mine, 
Nor mine no venerable mother's care, 

Noble Achilles' hand my father ſlew, 

And ſpread deſtruction thro? Cilicia's town, 


Where many people dwelt, high-gated Thebes. 


He flew Aetion, but deſpoil d him not, 


For 


( 191 ) 
For iply in his mind he fear'd the Gods; 
But burnt his body with his poliſh'd arms, 


And o'er him rear'd a monnd : the mountain Nymphs, 


The daughters fair of Egis-bearing Jove, 
Planted with elms around the ſacred place. 
Seven brothers flouziſh'd in my father's houſe ; 
All in one day deſcended to the ſhades, 
All ſlain by great Achilles, ſwift of foot, 
Midſt their white ſheep, and heifers flexile-hoof d. 
My mother, woody Hypoplacia's Queen, 
Brought hither, number d in the victor's ſpoils; 5 
Till loos'd from bands, for gifts of mighty price, 
By chace-delighting Dian's dart ſhe fell, 
Smote in my father's houſe : But, Hector, thou, 
Thou art my fire, my hoary mother thou, 
My brother thou, thou huſband of my youth! 
Ah pity, Hector, then! and in this tow'r 
With us remain, nor render by thy fall 
Him a fad orphan, me a widow'd wife. 
Here at this fig-tree ſtation, where the town 
Is eaſieſt of aſcent, and low the walls, 
Here thrice the braveſt of the foes have try d 
To paſs; each Ajax, brave Idomeneus, 
Th' Atridz too, and Tydeus' warlike fon ; 
Whether ſome ſeer, in divination ſkill'd, 
Prompted th' attempt, or their own valour dar'd 
To execute a deed, their wiſdom plan'd. 

To whom plume-nodding HeRor thus reply'd : 
Theſe, woman, are my care; but much I fear 
The Trojan youth, and long-gown'd Trojan dames, 
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If, coward- like, I ſhun afar the ſi hglt: 


Not ſo my courage bids; for I have learnt 
Still to be brave, and foremoſt to defend 
My father's mighty glories, and my own, 
For well I know, and in my mind foreſee, 
A day will come, when ſacred Ilion fanks, 
Old Priam periſhes, the people too 
Of Priam aſpen- ſpear d: Yet not ſo much 
The woes the Trojans yet in after - times 
Muſt undergo, not Hecuba herſelf, 
Nor princely Priam, nor my brothers dear, 
Who, numerous and brave, have fall'n in duſt 
Below the boaſting foc, diſtract my ſoul, 
As thou : Then when ſome brazen-coated Greek, 
In the ſad day of thy diſtreſs, ſhall drag 
Thee weeping ; or in Argos, breathing ſad, 
To ſome imperious miſtreſs handmaid, thou 
Shalt weave the web, or fetch the water's weight 
From Meſſeis or Hyperia's ſprings, againſt 
Thy will, but hard neceſſity compells. 
Then ſhall he ſay, who ſees thee ſunk in tears, 
Lo! Hector's wife, who far the chief of all 
The Trojan ſteed-lubduing race excell'd 
Who fought at Ilion. Thus ſhall they ſay. 
But thee new pangs ſhall ſeize ; on thee ſhall come 
Deſire of ſuch a huſband, to repel 
The evil hour: but may I low beneath 
The monumental earth be laid to reſt, 
Nor thy ſoft ſorrows, nor the melting voice 
Of thy captivity, e'er reach my car. 
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So ſaying, the illuſtrious Hector ſtretch'd 

His hands to reach his child; the child averſe, 
In the ſoft boſom of the fair-zon'd nurſe 
Weeping, fell back, abhorrent, from his fire 
Of warlike aſpect : for he fear'd the ſhine 

Of armour, and the horſe-hair horrid creſt 
That nodded dreadful on the helmet's top. 
The loving father ſmil'd, the mother ſmil'd ; 
Strait from his head th” illuſtrious Hector took 
His helm, and plac'd it blazing on the ground ; 
Then fondled in kis arms his much lov'd fon 
He took; thus praying Jove, and all the Gods. 

Jove, and ye other Gods, grant this my fon, 
Grant he may too become, as I am now, 

The grace of Troy, the ſame in martial ſtrength, 

And rule his Ilion with a monarch's ſway ; 

That men may ſay when he returns from fight, 
This youth tranſcends his fire :”” Then may he bear 
The bloody ſpoils aloft of hoſtile chiefs 

In battle ſlain, and joy his mother's heart. 

He ſaid: and to his much lov'd ſpouſe reſignd 
His child; ſhe, on her fragrant boſom lull'd 
Smiling thro” tears, receiv'd him: at the fight, 
Compaſſion touch'd her huſband's heart; her cheek 
With gentle blandiſhment he ſtroak'd, and ſpoke. 

O beſt beloved ! oh ſadden not thy heart 
With grief beyond due bounds : I truſt, no hand 
Shall ſend me down to ſhades obſcure, before 
My day of doom decreed ; for well 1 ween 
No man of mortal men eſcapes from death, 

30 | Fearful or bold: whoe'er is born mult die. 
Cc Put 
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But thou returning to thy home, attend 

The ſpindle, and the loom, thy peaceful cares, 
And call thy duteous maidens round to ſhare 
Their taſks by thee aſſign d; for war belongs 
To men, and chief to me, of Ilion's ſons, 

This ſaid, illuſtrious Hector ſeiz'd his helm, 
And to her home return'd his much lov'd ſpouſe, 
Oft looking back, and ſhedding tears profuſe, 
Then ſudden at the lofty dome arriv'd, 

With chambers fair adorn'd, where Hector dwelt, 
The godlike Hector! There again ſhe wept ! 

In his own houſe the living Hector wept ; 

For now foreboding in their fears, no more 

They hop'd to meet him with returning ſtep 

From battle, '{cap'd the rage and force of Greece, 
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ON of Achilles ! brave Neoptolemus, 
You tread the coaſt of ſea-ſurrounded Lemnos, 
Where never mortal yet his dwelling rear'd, 
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Here, in obedience to the Grecian chiefs, 
I erſt expos'd the fon of noble Pæan, | 
Conſuming with his wounds, and waſting ſlow 
In painful agonics ; wild from deſpair, 
He fill'd the camp with lamentations loud, 
And execrations dire: No pure hbation, 
No holy ſacrifice could to the Gods 
Be offer'd up: ill-omen'd ſounds of woe 
Prophan'd the ſacred rites : But this no more 
Should he diſcover my return, 'twere vain 
The plan my wakeful induſtry has wove, 
Back to reſtore yet to the aid of Greece 
This moſt important chief. Tis thine, brave youth, 
To ripen into deed, what I propoſe. 
Caſt round thy eyes, if thou by chance may'ſt find 
The double rock, where from the Winter's cold 
He ſhrouds his limbs, or when the Summer glows 
Amid the cool, the Zephyrs gentle breath 
Lulls him to his repoſe ; faſt on the left 
Flows a freſh fountain; if the hero ſees 
This living light, one of the attendant train 
Speed with the hour to glad my liſt'ning ears, 
If in that ſavage haunt he harbours yet, 
Or in ſome other corner of this iſle ; 
Then farther I'll diſcloſe, what chief imports 
Our preſent needs, and claims our common care; 
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SHIPS TIS 
T HE 
E PI Ss O o FE 
O F 
LAUSUS and MEZENTIUS. 
From the Tenth Book of VIRGIL's ANEIS. 
Beginning Line 60 
| Written in the Year 179. 


N OW Jove inflames Mezentius great in arms, 
His ardour rouſes, and his courage warms 

Fir'd by the God, to Turnus he ſucceeds z 

Beneath his arm the Trojan battle bleeds ; 

The Tuſcan troops invade their common foe, 

Alike in hate their kindling boſoms glow 

Fierce to deſtroy, on him alone they pour 

Darts following darts, a thick continu'd ſhow'r : 

But he undaunted, all the ſtorm ſuſtains, 

And ſcorns th' united fury of the plains : 


As ſome huge rock high tow'ring midſt the waves, 4 


Of 
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Of ſeas and ſkies the mingling tumult braves, 
On its eternal baſis fix'd is found, 
Tho? tempeſts rage, and oceans foam around. 
Firſt by his arm unhappy Hebrus bled, 
The Iſſue of fam'd Dolicaon's bed; 
Then Latagus ſubmits to fate, his way 
Adverſe he took, the chief with furious ſway 
Uprear'd a pond'rous rock, the ſhatter'd brain 
Confus'd with blood and gore, o'erſpreads the plain. 
At flying Palmus next his dart he threw, 
The ſpeedy dart o'ertook him as he flew, 
Full in the ham, he feels the ſmarting wound, 
Left by the vitor grov'ling on the ground: 
His arms ſurround his Lauſus' manly breaſt, 
The waving plume adorns his ſhimng creſt : 
Evas and Mimas, both of Trojan ſeed, 
By the ſame arm were mingled with the dead ; 
Mimas, companion of the youthful cares 
Of Paris, and the equal of his years : 
For, big with fancy'd flames, when Phrygia's queen 
Brought forth the cauſe of woes, but ill foreſeen ; 
T' extend his blooming race, that ſelf-ſame night 
The ſpouſe of Amycus, Theano bright, 
That night ſo fatal to the peace of Troy, 
Bleſt her lov'd huſband with a parent's joy: 
But Fate to diffrent lands their deaths decreed, 
This in his father's town was doom'd to bleed; 
Unthinking Mimas, by Mezentius ſlain, 
Now rolls his carcaſe o'er the Latian plain, 
And as a tuſky boar, whom dogs invade, 
Of Veſulus bred in the piny ſhade, 
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( to? ) | 
Or near Laurentia's lake, with foreſt maſt, 
His feaſts obſcene, ſupply'd in wild repaſt; 
Rous'd from his ſavage haunt, a deep retreat, 
A length of years his unmoleſted ſeat ; 
When once in toyls inclos'd, no flight appears, 
Turns ſudden, foaming fierce, his briſtles rears ; 
All ſafe at diſtance ſtand; and none is found, 
Whoſe valour dares inflict a nearer wound: 
Dreadleſs meanwhile, to ev'ry fide he turns, 
His teeth he gnaſhes, and with rage he burns; 
Th' united vengeance of the field derides, 
A foreſt rattles as he ſhakes his ſides : 
So fare the Tuſcan troops ; with noify rage, 
And ſhouts, in the mixt tumult they ingage 3 . 
All from afar, their mifhive weapons throw, 
Fearful in equal arnis to mect the foe. 
Next, Grecian Acron ruſſi'd into the plain, 
Who came from Coritus's ancient reign : 
Him thirſt of fame to warlike dangers led, 
The joys untaſted of the bridal bed; | 
From far Mezentius ey'd him with delight, 
In arms refulgent, as he mix'd in fight; 
Full o'er his breaſt, in gold and purple known, 
The tokens of his love conſpicuous ſhone. 
Then, as a lion thirſting after blood, 
(For him perſuades the keen deſire of food,) 
If, or a friſking goat he chance to view, 
Or branching ſtag, that leads the ſtately crew; 
Rejoices, gaping wide, he makes his way, 
Furious, and clings incumbent on the prey, 
| That 


( 199 ) 
That helpleſs pants beneath his horrid paws, 
The blood o'erflowing, laves his greedy jaws : 
So keen Mezentius ruſhes on each foe ; 
Unhappy Acron ſinks beneath his blow, 
Mad in the pangs of death, he ſpurns the ground, 
The blood diſtains the broken ſpear around: 
Then fled Orodes ſhameful from the fight ; 
The victor ſcorn'd th' advantage of his flight; 
But fir'd with rage, thro' cleaving ranks he ran, 
And face to face oppos'd, and man to man : 
Not guileful from behind his ſpear to throw, 
A wound unſeen, but (trikes an adverſe blow, 
Then with his foot his dying foe he preſs'd, 
Lean'd on his launce, and thus his friends addreſs'd ; 
Lo! where Orodes gaſps upon the ſand, 
His death was due to this victorious hand, 
Large portion of the war ! Exulting cries 
Aſcend amain, and ring along the skies. 
To whom the vanquiſh'd, with imperfect ſound, 
All weak, and faint, and dying of the wound; 
Nor long my ghoſt ſhall upreveng'd repine, 
Nor long the triumph of my fall be thine ; 
Thee, equal fates, inſulting man, remain 
Thee, Death yet waits, and this the fatal plain, 
Him, as he roll'd in death, Mezentius ſpy'd, 
He ſmil'd ſevere, and thus contemptuous cry'd ; 
Die thou the firſt; as he thinks fir, for me, 
The Sire of heav'n and earth, let Jove decree, 
He ſaid : and pull'd the weapon from the wound; 
The purple life ebh d out upon the ground: 

Death's 
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Death's clay-cold hand ſhut up the ſinking light, 
And o'er his cloſing eyes drew the dark miſt of night, 
By Cxdicus' great arm Alcathous fell; 
Sacrator ſent Hydaſpes down to hell: 
Parthenius dies, by Rapo ſlain in fight ; 
And Orſes vaſt, of more than mortal might. 
Next ſunk two warriors, Clonius the divine, 
And Ericetes of Lycaon's line; 
The iſſue of the God, their deaths renown'd, 
Whoſe forked trident rules the deep profound, 
His courſer, unobedient to the rein, 
Great Ericetes tumbled to the plain. 
Prone as he lay, ſwift fled the thirſty dart, 
And found the mortal paſſage to his heart. 
Then lights the victor from his lofty ſteed, 
And foot to foot engag'd, made Clonius bleed. 
Then Lycian Agis, boaſtful of his might, 
Provok'd the braveſt foe to ſingle fight ; 
Him boldly Tuſcan Valerus affail'd, 
And in the virtues of his fire prevail'd. 
By Saltus* arm, the ſwift Antronius bled ; 
Nealces' jav'lin ſtruck the victor dead; 
Nealces, skill'd the ſounding dart to throw, 
And wing the treach'rous arrow to the foe, 
Mars, raging God, and ſtern ! the war confounds; 
Equals the victor's ſhouts, and dying ſounds. 
Encount'ring various on th' imbattl'd field, 
Now fierce they ruſh, now fierce retreating, yield. 
With equal rage, each adverſe battle glows, 
Nor flight is known to theſe, nor known to thoſe, 
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Tyſiphone enjoys the direful ſight, 

Pale, furious, fell! and ſtorms amidſt the fight, 
The Gods, from Jove's immortal dome, ſurvey 
Each army tolling, thro' the dreadful day; 
With tender pity touch'd, lament the pain, 

That human life is deſtin'd to ſuſtain, 

On either ſide, two Deities are ſeen ; 
Jove's awful Conſort, and ſoft beauty's Queen: 
The Wife of Jove the conqu'rer's palm implores, 
Soft beauty's Queen her Trojans' loſs deplores. 

Again, his jav'lin huge, Mezentius weilds ; 

Again tumult'ous he invades the fields : 
Large as Orion, when the giant ſtalks, 
A bulk immenſe ! thro' Nereus' midmoſt walks; 
Secure he cleaves his way ; the billows braves, 
His ſin wy ſhoulders tow'r above the waves; 
Bearing an aſh, increas'd in ſtrength with years, 
That huge upon the mountain's height appears ; 
He ſtrides along, each ſtep the earth divides; 
In clouds obſcure h is lofty head reſides : 
n ſtature huge, amidſt the war's alarms, 
Such ſhone the tyrant in gigantic arms. 
Him, as exulting in the ranks he ſtood, 
\t diſtance ſeen, and rioting in blood, 
Eneas haſtes to meet; in all his might 

e ſtands collected, and awaits the fight : 

irſt meaſuring, as he ſtood in act to throw, 
Vith nice ſurvey, the diſtance of his foe: 

his arm, this ſpear, he cry'd, aſſert my might; 
heſe are my Gods, and theſe aſſiſt in fight: 
D d His 
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lis armour from the boaſtful robber won, 

Shall tow'r a trophy to my conq'ring ſon. 

He ſaid; and flings the dart with dreadful force; 
The dart drove on un-erring from the courſe ; 

It reach'd the ſhicld, the {hicld the blow repell'd: 
Nor fell the jav'lin guiltleſs on the field; 

But piercing 'twixt the ſide and bowels, tore 

The fam'd Anthores, and deep drank the gore: 
He, in his luſty years, from Argos ſent, 
With fam'd Alcides, on his labours went: 

Tir'd with his toils, a length of woes o'erpaſt, 
In the Evandrian realm he ſix d at laſt : 

Call'd back again to war, where glory calls, 
Unhappy, by a death unmeant, he fails : 

To heaven his mournful eyes, the dying throws; 
In his laſt thoughts his native Argos role, 

Straight then, his beaming lance the Trojan threw ; 
Swift hiſſing on the wind, the weapon flew ; 

The plates of threefold braſs were forc'd to yield ; 
And three bulls hides that bound the ſolid ſhield : 


Deep in his lower groin, an arm fo ſtrong, 


Drove the ſharp point, but brought not death along. 


Then joyful as the Trojan hero ſpy'd 
The ſpouting blood pour down his wounded fide, 
Like light'ning, from his thigh his ſword he drew, 
And ſurious on the aſtoniſh'd warrior flew. 

As Lauſus ſaw, full ſore he heav'd the ſigh; 
The ready tear ſtood trembling in his eye: 
His father's danger touch d the youthful chief; 
With pions haſte he ran to his relief. 
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Nor ſhalt thou ſink unnoted to the tomb, 

Unſung thy noble deed and early doom: 

If future times to ſuch a deed will give 

Their faith, to future times thy name ſhall lite. 
Diſabled, trembling for a death fo near, 

The father flow-receding, drags the ſpear : 

Juſt in that moment, as ſuſpended high 

The flaming ſword ſhone adverſe to the ſky, 

The daring youth ruſh'd in, and fronts the tos, 
And from his father turns th' impending blow. 
His friends, with joyful ſhouts, reply around ; 
Thro' all their echoes, all the hills reſound : 

As wond'ring they beheld the wounded ſire, 
protected by the ſon, from ſight retire. 

A dark'ning flight of ſinging ſhafts annoy, 

From ev'ry quarter pour'd the Prince of Troy : 
He ſtands againſt the fury of the field, 

And rages, cover'd with his mighty ſhield, 

And as when ſtormy winds encount'ring loud, 
Burſt with rude violence the bellowing cloud, 
Precipitate to earth, the tempeſt pours 

The vexing hailſtones thick in ſounding ſhow'rs : 
The delug'd plains then ev'ry plowman flies, 

And ev'ry hind, and trav'ller ſhelter'd lyes ; 

Or, where the rock high over-arch'd impends, 
Or, where the river's ſhelving bank defends 
That, pow'rful o'er the ſtorm, when bright the ray 
Stines forth, they each may exerciſe the day. 
Loud ſounds the gather'd ſtorm ; o'er all the field 
The cloud of war pours thund'ring on bis ſhield, 
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Yet ſtill he try'd with friendly care to ſave 
Th' unhappy youth, unfortunately brave. 
Ah! whither doft thou urge thy fatal courſe, 
In daring deeds ! unequal to thy force ? 
Too pious in thy love, thy love betrays ; 


Nor ſuch the vigour crowns thy youthful days, 


Not thus advis'd, the youth till fronts the foe 
Exulting, and provokes the ling'ring blow: 


For now, his martial boſom all on fire, 


The Trojan leader's tide of rage ſwell'd higher; 
For now, the liſters view'd the fatal ſtrife, 

And wound up the laſt threads of Lauſus' life : 
Deep plung'd the ſhining falchion in his breaſt, 
Pierc'd his thin armour, and embroider'd veſt, 
That, rich in ductile gold, his mother wove 
With her own hands, the witneſs of her love. 


His breaſt was fill'd with blood ; then, ſad and flow 


Throꝰ air reſoly'd, the ſpint fled below: 
As ghaſtly pale, the chief the dying ſpy'd, 


His hands he (tretch'd to heav'u, and pitying ſigh'd; 


His fire Anchiſes roſe an image dear 

Sad in his ſoul, and forc'd the tender tear. 
What praiſe, O youth! unhappy in thy fate, 
What can Aneas yield to worth ſo great? 
Worth, that diſtinguiſh'd in thy deed appears, 
Ripe in thy youth, and early in thy years : 
Thy arms, once pleaſing objects of thy care, 
Inviolate from hoſtile ſpoil I ſpare ; 

Thy breathleſs body on thy friends beſtow, 
To mitigate thy penſive ſpitit's woe, 
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if ought below the ſeparate ſoul can move, 
Solicitous of what is done above ; 
(Yet in the grave, perhaps, from ev'ry care 
Releas'd, nor knowledge, nor device is there ;) 
That, gather'd to thy fires, thy friends may mourn 
Thy hapleſs fall, and duſt to duſt return: 
This be thy ſolace in the world below, 
"Twas I the great Æneas ſtruck the blow. 
He ſaid; and beck'ning, chides his friends delay; 
And pious to aſſiſt, direQs the way, 
To rear him from the ground, with friendly care ; 
Diſhonour'd foul with blood, his comely hair, 

The wretched father now, by Tyber ſhore 


Waſh'd from his ſtreaming thigh, the crimſon gore : 


Pain'd with his wound, and weary from the fight, 
A tree's broad trunk ſupports his drooping weight: 
A bough, his helmet beaming far, ſuſtains : 
His heavier armour reſt along the plains, 
Panting, and fick, his body downward bends, 
And to his breaſt his length of beard deſcends ; 
He leans his careful head upon his hand ; 
Around him wait a melancholy band : 
Much of his Lauſus aſks, and many ſent 
To warn him back, a father's kind intent: 
How vainly ſent ! for, breathleſs, from the field 
They bear the youth, extended on his ſhield ; 
Loud wailing, mourn'd him ſlain in early bloom, 
Mighty, and by a mighty wound o'ercome. 

Far off the ſounds of woe the father hears ; 
He trembles in the foreſight of his fears ; 


With 
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ith duſt the hoary honours of his head Rhæ 
Sad, he deforms, and cleaves into the dead. (If! 
Then both his hands to heav'n aloft he ſpread; Thi. 
And thus, in fulneſs of his ſorrows, ſaid. The 
Could then this luſt of life ſo warp my mind, Tor 
That I could think of leaving thee behind A de 
Whom I begot, unhappy in my ſtead If it 
To meet the warrior, and for me to bleed? Tog 
Now fate ſevere has ſtruck too deep a blow, For, 
Now firft I feel a wretched exile's woe. AT 
And is it thus I draw this wretched breath, He |; 
Say'd by thy wound, and living by thy death ? The 
I too, my ſon, with horrid guilt profan'd His | 
With 


Thy ſacred virtues, and their luſtre ſtain'd : 


Outcaſt, abandon'd by the care of hcav'n, Witt 
From empire, and paternal ſcepters driv'n, And 
My people's hatred, and inſulting ſcorn, Crief 
The merit of my crimes, I've juſtly born : And 
To thouſand deaths. this wicked ſoul could give, Aud 
Since now tis crime enough that I can live, Fierc 
Can yet ſuſtain the light, and human race, Te c 
Wretch'd as I am :---but ſhort ſhall be the ſpace. The | 
He ſaid; and as he ſaid, he rear d from ground May 
His fainting limbs, yet ſtagg' ring from the wound: Ard. 
But whole and undiminiſh'd ſtill remains Far ſh 
His ſtrength of ſoul, unbroke with toil and pains. Swift 
He calls his ſteed, ſucceſsful from each fight, But he 

With whom he march'd, his glory and delight; Me, 
With words like theſe his conſcious ſteed addreſs'd, Kr 
cath 


That mourn'd, as with his maſter's ills oppreſs d: 
Ng” Rhœbus, 
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Rhæbus, we long have liv'd in arms combin'd, 
(If long the frail poſſeſhons of mankind ;) 
This day thou ſhalt bring back, to crown- our toils, 
The Trojan hero's head; and glitt'ring ſpoils 
Torn from the bloody man! with me ſhalt take 
A dear revenge, for murder'd Lauſus' ſake : 
If ſtrength ſhall fail to ope the deſtin'd way, 
Together fall, and preſs the Latian clay; 
For, after me, I truſt thou wilt diſdain 
A Trojan leader, and an alien rein. 
He ſaid. The ſteed receives his wonted weight, 
The tyrant arm'd, and furious for the fight; 
His blazing helmet, formidably grac'd, 
With nodding horſe-hair, bright' ning o'er the creſt; 
With deathful jav'lins next he fills his hands; 
And ſpurs his ſteed, and ſceks the fighting bands: 
Crief mix'd with madneſs, ſhame of former flight, 
And love by rage inflam'd to deſp'rate height, 
And conſcious knowledge of his valour, wrought 
Fierce in his breaſt, and boild in ev'ry thought. 
He calls Aneas thrice : Ancas heard 
The welcome ſound; and thus his pray'r preferr'd. 
May Jove, ſupreme of Gods, who rules on high! 
Ard he, to whom 'tis giv'n to gild the ſky, 
Far ſhooting King! iaſpire thee to draw near 
Swift to thy ſate, and grant thee to my ſpear, 
But he: My Laufus raviſh'd from my ſight, 
Me, with vain words, O! cruel, would'ſt affright ; 
With age, with watchings, and with Jabours worn, 
Death is below my fear, and God 1 ſcorn! 

I come 
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I come reſolv'd to die; but, ere I go, 
Receive this dart, the preſent of a foe. 
He faid : the jav'lin hiſs d along the ſkies ; 
Another after, and another flies; 
Thick, and inceſſant, as he rides the field; 
Still all the ſtorm ſuſtains the golden ſhield 
Firm, as ZXneas ſtood : thrice rode he round, 
Urging his darts, the compaſs of the ground : 
Thrice wheel'd Xneas ; thrice his buckler bears 
About, a brazen wood of riſing ſpears : 
Preſs'd in unrighteous fight, with juſt diſdain 
To wrench ſo many darts, and wrench in vain, 
Much pond'ring in his mind the chief revolv'd 
Each riſing thought, at laſt he ſprings reſolv'd : 
Full at the warrior ſteed, the hoſtile wood 


He threw, that pierc'd his brain, and drank the blood. 


Stung with the pain, the ſteed up-rear'd on high 
His ſounding hoofs, and laſh'd the yielding sky: 
Prone fell the warrior from his - lofty height ; 
His ſhoulders broad receiv'd the courſer's weight, 
From hoſt to hoſt the mingling ſhouts rebound, 
Deep echoing all in fire the heav'ns reſound; 
Unſheath'd his flaming blade, Aneas flies, 

And thus addreſs'd the warrior as he hes. 

Say, where is now Mezentius great, and bold, 
That haughty ſpirit, fierce, and uncontroul'd 2? 
To whom the Tuſcan, with recover'd breath, 

As faint he view'd the skies, recall'd from death : 
Doſt thou the ſtroke, inſulting man ! delay ? 
Halte! let thy vengance take its deſtin'd way: 


Death 


9 > 
Death never can diſgrace the warrior's fame 
Who dies in fight ; nor conqueſt was my aim: 
Slain, ſavage ! by thy hand in plorious ſtrife, 
Not ſo my Lauſus bargain'd for my life : 
Depriv'd of him, ſole obje& of my love, 

I ſeek to die; — for joy is none above. 

Vet, piteous of my fate, this grace allow, 

If pity to the vanquiſh'd foe be due, 

Suffer my friends my gather'd bones to burn, 
And decent lay me in the funeral urn: 

Full well I know my people's hate, decreed 
Againſt the living, will purſue the dead; 

My breathleſs body from their fury ſave, 

And grant my Son the partner of my grave. 
He ſaid, and ſtedfaſt ey'd the victor foe ; 
Then gave his breaſt undaunted to the blow. 
The ruſhing blood diſtain'd his arms around; 
The foul indignant ſought the ſhades profound; 


King LEA R's SpEECH to EDGAR, 


Taking a View of Man from the Side of his Miſeries. 


IJ man no more than this? conſider him well. Thou 
o. the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide, the ſheep no 
avool, the cat no perfume. Ha! here's three of us are 
ſaphiſticated. Thou art the thing itſelf; unaccommo- 
dated man is no more but ſuch a poor, bare, forked 
animal as thou art. Off, off, you lendings ; come un- 


button here. 
SHAKESPEAR, 


E E where the ſolitary creature ſtands, 

Such as he iſſued out of nature's hands; 
No hopes he knows, no fears, no joys, no cares, 
Nor pleaſure's poiſon, nor ambition's ſnares ; 
But ſhares, from ſelf-forg'd chains of life releaſt, 
The foreſt-kingdom with his fellow beaſt. 
Yes, all we ſee of thee is nature's part; 
Thou art the creature's ſelf; — the reſt is art. 
For thee, the ſkilful worm of ſpecious hue, 
No ſhining threads of ductile radiance drew; 
For'thee no ſun the rip'ning gem refin'd; 
No bleating innocence the fleece reſign'd: 
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The hand of luxury ne er taught to pour 

O'er thy faint limbs, the oil's refreſhing ſhow'r : 

His bed the flinty rock; his drink, his food, 

The running brook, and berries of the wood. 

What have we added to this plain account ? 

What paſſions? what deſires ? a huge amount! 
Cloath'd, fed, warm'd, cool'd, each by his brother's toil, 
We live upon the wide creation's ſpoil. 

Quit, monarch, quit thy vain ſuperfluous pride; 

Lay all thy foreign ornaments aſide : 

Bid art no more its ſpurious gifts ſupply; 

Be man, mere man ; thirſt, hunger, grieve, and die. 
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erer bird! what puniſhment, 

Due to thy crimes, can love invent? 
Or clip thy wings, or cut thy tongue, 
And ſpoil thy flight, and future ſong: 
That thus, unſeaſonable gueſt, 
Thou dar'ſt diſturb a lover's reſt, 
And tear the maid profuſe of charms, 
My fair Maria, from my arms. 

Fram 
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8 A V, beauteous dove, where doſt thou fly ? A 
To what new quarter of the ſſey Ir 
Doſt thou with ſilken plumes repair, Chang 
To ſcent with ſweets the ambient ay ? On ſw 
Stay, gentle bird, nor thou refuſe But 
To bear along a lover's vows. That t 
O tell the maid, of me belov'd, No; I 

O tell how conſtant I have prov'd : That f 
How ſhe to me all nymphs excell'd, But I 
The firſt my eyes with joy beheld; To wa 
And ſince ſhe treats me with diſdain, I woul 
The firſt my eyes beheld with pain. To bai 
Yet whether, to my wiſhes kind, But I \ 
She hear my pray'r with gracious mind, Thy lc 
Or, unrelenting of her will, I woul, 
Her hot diſpleaſure kindle ſtill, The cc 
I. in her beauty's chains bound faſt, I woul: 
Shall view her with indiff'rence laſt, To tre; 


Fly ſwift, my dove, and ſwift return 
With anſwer back to thoſe that mourn 
O] in thy bill, bring ſoft and calm 

A branch of filyer-flow'ring palm. 

But, why-ſhould I thy flight delay ? 
Go fleet, my herald, ſpeed away, 
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The 19th OpE of ANA CRE ON. 


F AIR Niobe, old times ſurvey'd, 

In Phrygian hills, a marble maid. 
Chang'd Pandion ! to the ſwallow's hue, 
On ſwallow's wings thy daughter flew. 

But I a looking-glaſs wou'd be, 
That thou might'ſt ſee thyſelf in me, 
No; I would be a morning gown, 
That ſo my dear might me put on. 
But I a filver ſtream would flow, 

To waſh thy ſkin, as pure as ſnow. 

I would myſelf in ointment pour, 

To bath thee, with the fragrant ſhow'r, 
But I wou'd be thy tucker made, 

Thy lovely ſwelling boſom's ſhade. 

I would, a diamond necklace, deck 
The comely riſing of thy neck. 

1 would thy ſlender feet incloſe, 

To tread on me transform'd to ſhoes, 
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XXX 
The 21ſt Ode of AN AC RE ON. 


F. LL with Bacchus' bleſſings fraught, 
Ye virgins, fill a mighty draught ; 
Long ſince dry'd up by heat, I faint, 
I ſcarcely breathe, and feveriſh pant. 
O ! with theſe freſher flow'rs, renew 
The fading garland, on my brow, 
For oh ! my forehead's raging heat 
Has rifled all their graces ſweet 
The rage of thirſt I yet can quell, 
The rage of heat I can repel, 
But, loye, thy heat which burns my ſoul, 
What draughts can quench ? what ſhades can cool ? 


PTE EEE EEE EEE EEE EEE EEE) 
The 22d OpE of ANACREON, 


O ME, fit beneath this ſhade with me, 
My lovely maid, how fair the tree! 
Its tender branches wide prevail, 
Obedient to each breathing gale; 
Summer's loom induſtrious weaves, 
In mazy veins the ſilken leaves, 
Soft as the milky veins I view, 
O'er thy fair breaſt meandring blue; 


Hard 
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Hard by a fount with murm'ring noiſe 
Rurts a ſweet perſuaſive voice; 
What lover, ſay, my lovely maid, 
So fooliſh as to paſs this ſhade ? 


KEE ER NE KEE XR 


B Y various youths admir'd, by all approv'd, 

By many ſought, by one ſincerely lov'd, 
Chief of Edina's fair I flouriſh'd long, 
Firſt in the dance, the viſu, and the ſong ; 
Beauty, good-nature in my form combin'd, 
My body one adorn'd, and one my mind, 
When youthful years, a foe to lonely nights, 
Impells young heatts to Hymen's chaſte delights, 
I view'd th' admiting train with equal eye, 
True to each hope, and faithful to each ſigh: 
The happy hours of admiration paſt, 
The hand of nuptial love was giv'n at laſt ; 
Not to the faithful youth my charms inſpir d, 
Nor thoſe who ſought my charms, nor who admir'd ; 
He not preferr'd for merit, wit, or ſenſe, 
Not choſe, but ſuffer'd with indifference, 
Who neither knew to love, or be belov'd, 
Approv'd me not, and juſt not diſapprov'd, 
Nor warmth pretended, nor affection ſhow'd ; 
Aſlc'd, not implor d; I yielded, not beſtow'd : 
Without or hopes, ot fears, I join'd his ſide, 
His miſtreſs never, and but ſcarce his bride. 

No 
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No joys at home, abroad was only ſhow z 
I neither gain'd a friend, nor loſt a foe : 
For, loſt alike to pleaſure, love, and fame, 
My perſon he enjoys, and I his name, 
Yet patient ſtill I lead my anxious life, 


Pleas'd that I'm call'd my formal huſband's wife. 
$404 SAS KN 
LOVE turned to DESPAIR. 


ie paſt! the pangs of love are paſt, 
I love, I love no more; 
Yet who would think I am at laſt, 
More wretched than before ? 
How bleſs'd, when firſt my heart was freed 
From love's tormenting care, 
If cold indiff rence did ſucceed, 
Inſtead of fierce deſpair ? 
But ah ! how ill is he releas'd, 
Tho' love a tyrant reigns, 
When the ſucceſſor in his breaſt, 
Redoubles all his pains : 
In vain attempts the woeful wight, 
That would deſpair remove, 
Its little finger has more weight, 
Than all the loins of love : 
Thus the poor wretch that left his dome, 
With ſpirit foul accurſt, 
Found 
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Found ſev'n, returning late, at hame 
More dreadful than thę firſt. 
Well hop'd I once that conſtancy 
Might ſoften rigour's frown, 
Would from the chains of hate ſet free, 
And pay my ranſom down : 
But, ah ! the judge is too ſevere, 
I ſink beneath his ire; 
The ſentence is gone forth, to bear 
Deſpair's eternal fire, 
The hopes of finners, in the day 
Of grace, their fears abate ; 
But ev'ry hope flies far away, 
When mercy ſhuts her gate: 
The ſmalleſt alms could oft ſuffice 
Love's hunger to aſſwage; 
Deſpair, the worm that never dies, 
Still gnaws with ceaſeleſs rage 
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1 The youngeſt GRACE. . 
A LOVE-ELEGY. Addreſſed to LADY, | 

who had jult finiſhed her fifteenth Year, Sor 

| Nor e. 
| His ſaltem accumulem donis et fungat inani ; No! 
| . Munere * hid VIRkG. Aneid. 6. The C 
| Ane 
| A beauty's Queen, in her aerial hall 80 brig 
| Sublimely ſeated on a golden throne, Her 
| Before her high tribunal ſummon'd all But wt 
| Who or on earth, fea, air, her empire own, Twi 
1 Firſt came her ſon, her pow 'r, her darling boy, Approa 
| Whoſe gentleſt breath can raiſe the ſierceſt flame, Wh: 
| Oft working miſchief, tho” his end be joy, Ah! w 
| And tho' devoid of fight, yet ſure of aim. My | 
| With him, his youthful conſort, ſad no more Firſt in 
| Pſcyche, infranchis'd from all mortal pain, Why 
Who, ev'ry trial of obedience o'er, Ah me 
| Enjoys the bleſſings of the heav'nly reign, Wie 
Next, as it well beſeem'd, the tuneful nine, Some di 

Daughters of memory, and dear to Jove, To u 

Who, as they liſt, the hearts of men incline She wep 

To wit, to muſic, poetry, or love. Saw | 

She who with milder breath inſpiring fills Nor fror 

Than ever Zephyr knew, the heart-born ſigh, Wher 
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Or elſe from nature's pregnant ſource diſtils 
The tender drops that ſwell the love-ſick eye. 
Or ſhe who from her copious ſtore affords, 
When love decrees, the faithful youth to bleſs, 
The ſacred energy of melting words, 
In the dear hour, and ſeaſon of ſucceſs, 
Laſt in the train two ſiſters fair appear d, 
Sorr'wing they ſeem d, yet ſeem'd their ſorrow ſweet ; 
Nor ever from the ground their eyes they rear'd, 
Nor tripp'd, as they were wont, on ſnowy feet, 
The Cyprian Goddeſs caſt her eyes around, 
And gaz'd o'er all, with ever new delight : 
So bright an hoſt was no where to he found: 
Her heart dilates, and glories in its might, 
But when without their lov'd companion dear 
Two ſolitary Graces hand in hand 
Approach'd, the Goddeſs inly gan to fear 
What might befal the youngeſt of the band. 
Ah! whither is retir'd my darling joy, 
My youngeſt Grace, the pride of all my reign, 
Firſt in my care, and ever in my eye, 
Why is ſhe now the lag of all my train? 
Ah me ! ſome danger threats my Cyprian ſtate, 
Which, Goddeſs as I am, I can't foreſee ; 
Some dire diſaſter labours, (ah my fate !) 
To wrelt love's ſceptre from my ſon and me. 
She wept : not more ſhe wept, when firſt her eyes 
Saw low in duſt her Ilion's tow'ry pride; 
Nor from her breaſt more frequent burſt the ſighs, 
When her loy'd youth, her dear Adonis dy d. 
Yet, 
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Vet, yet, ſhe cry'd, 1 will a monarch reign ! He 
In my laſt deed my greatneſs ſhall be ſeen : | 
Ye Loves, ye Smiles, ye Graces, all my train, 


Attend your Mother, and obey your Queen, ( 

Wydom's vain Goddeſs weaves ſome treach'rous wile, ' Mis 

Or haughty Juno, Heav'n's relentleſs Dame: ; 

Haſte ! bend each bow, haſte ! brighten ev'ry ſmile, Cel 

And launch from ev'ry eye the light'ning's flame, 8 

Then had fell Diſcord broke the golden chain The 

That does the harmony of all uphold, " 

And where theſe orbs in beauteous order reign, Her 

[ Brought back the anarchy of Chaos old : T 
| When Cupid keen unlocks his feather'd ſtore, Pron 
| When Venus burns with more than mortal fire, T 
| | Mortals, immortals, all had fled before Muc 
| f The Loves, the Graces, and the Smiles in ire: L. 
i In vain, t' avert the horrors of that hour, Falſe 
| Anxious for fate, and fearing for his sky, Ot 
| The Sire of gods and men had try'd his pow'r, Mucl 
| And hung his golden balances on high : TI 
[ Had not the eldeſt Grace, ſerene and mild, No lo 
| Who wiſh'd this elemental war might ceaſe, Sla 
Sprung forward, with perſuafive look, and ſmil'd Now 

The furious Mother of deſires to peace. w 

Ah whence this rage, vain child of empry fear ! As of 

With accent mild thus ſpoke the heav'nly maid, An 
„ What words, O Sov'reign of hearts! ſevere Since 
| Have paſs'd the roſes of thy lips unweigh'd ? 80 
| Think not mankind forſake thy myſtic law : She ſh 
| Thy ſon, thy pride, thy own Cupido reigns ; To 
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Heard with reſpect, and ſeen with tender awe; 

Mighty on thrones, and gentle on the plains, 
Remember'ſt not how in the bleſt abodes 

Of high Olympus an ethereal gueſt, 
Mix'd with the ſynod of th' aſſembled Gods, 

Thou ſhar'd'{t the honours of th' ambroſial feaſt ? 
Cejeſtial pleaſures reigning all around, 

Such as the pow'rs who live at eaſe enjoy, 
The ſmiling bowl with life immortal crown'd, 
By roſy Hebe, and the Phrygian boy: 
Hermes, ſly God, reſolv'd thy ſpleen to hit, 

Thy ſpleen, but, of itſelf, too apt to move; 
Prone to offend with oft - miſtaking wit, 

That foe perverſe to nature and to love. 
Much gloz'd he ſpiteful, how rebellious youth, 

Loſt to thy fear, and recreant from thy name, 
Falſe to the int'reſt of the heart, and truth 

On foreign altars kindles impious flame, 
Much gloz'd he tauntful, how to nobler aims 

The youth awak'ning from each female wile, 
No longer met in love's opprobrious flames, 

Slaves to an eye, or vaſſals to a ſmile, 
Now fifteen years the ſtill-returning ſpring 

With flow'rs the boſom of the earth has ſow'd, 
As oft the groves heard Philomela ſing, 

And trces have pay'd the fragrant gifts they ow'd, 
Since our dear ſiſter left the heav'nly bow'rs : 

So will'd the Fates, and ſuch their high command, 
She ſhould be born in high Edina's tow'rs, 

To thee far dearer than all other lands, 

There, 
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There, clad in mortal form, ſhe lyes conceal'd, 
A veil more bright than mortal form e'er knew ; 
8o fair was ne'er to dreaming bard reveal'd, 
Nor ſweeter e'er the ſhadd'wing pencil drew. 
Where'er the beauteous heart-compeller moves, 
She ſcatters wide perdition all around : 
Bleſt with ccleſtial form, and crown'd with loves, 
No ſingle breaſt is refractory found. 
Vain Pallas now th' unequal conflict ſhuns ; 
Vain are the terrors of her Gorgon ſhicld : 
Wit bends ; but chief Apollo's yielding ſons : 
To thy fair doves Juno's proud peacocks yield, 
No rival pow'rs thy envy'd empire ſhare ; 
Revolted mortals crowd again thy ſhrine; 
Duteous to love, and ev'ry pleaſing care, 
All hearts are her's, and all her heart is thine, 
So mild a {way the willing nations own ; 
By her thou triumph'ſt o'er this ſubje& ball; 
Whilſt men (the ſecret of the skies unknown) 
The beauteous apparition Laura call, 
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„ Spring begins her ſmiling round, 
Laviſh to paint th' enamell'd ground : 
The birds exalt their chearful voice, 
And gay on ev'ry bough rejoice: 
The 
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The lovely Graces hand in hand, 
Knit in love's eternal band, 
With dancing ſtep at early dawn, 
Tread lighly o'er the dewy lawn; 
Whete'er the youthful ſiſters move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial love. 
Now by the river's painted fide, 
The ſwain delights his country bride, 
While pleas'd ſhe hears his artleſs vows : 
Above the feather'd ſongſter woes. 
Soon will the rip'ned Summer yield 
Her various gifts to ev'ry field: 
The fruitful trees, a beanteous ſhow, 
With ruby-tinQui'd births ſhall glow : 
Sweet ſmells, from beds of lilies born, 
Perfume the breezes of the morn : 
The ſunny day, and dewy night, 
To rural play my fair invite. 
Soft on a bank of violets laid, 
Cool ſhe enjoys the ev'ning ſhade ; 
The ſweets of Summer feaſt her eye—— 
Yet ſoon ſoon will the Summer fly. 
Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by th' inſtructive ſhow, 
Now young and blooming thou art ſeen, 
Freſh on the ſtalk for ever green; 
Now does th' unfolded bud diſcloſe 
Full blown to ſight the bluſhing roſe : 
Yet, once the ſunny ſeaſon paſt, 
Think wot the coz'ning {cene will laft, 
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Let not the flatt'tef Hope perſuade; 
Ah! muſt I fay that it will fade? 
For ſee the Summer poſts away, 
Sad emblem of our own decay. 
Now Winter from the frozen north 
Drives his ſtiff iron chariot forth; 
His griſly hand in icy chains 
Fair Tueda's ſilver flood conſtrains : 
Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Lare; 
Behold, his footſteps dire are ſeen, 
Confeſt on ev'ry with'ring green 
Griev'd at the ſight, when thou ſhalt ſee 
A ſnowy wreath to clothe each tree: 
Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 
Thou fly'ſt diſpleas d the frozen ſhore : 
When thou ſhalt miſs the flow'rs that grew 
But late to charm thy raviſh'd view: 
Shall I, ah horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 
Be like to this ſome other day ? 
Yet when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
The pleaſure of the field is loſt, 
To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupply the diſtant ſun, 
In gay delights our hours employ, - 
We do not loſe, but change our joy. 
Happy, abandon ev'ry care, 
To lead the dance, to court the fair; 
To turn the page of ſacred bards ; 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 


But 
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But when the lovely white and red 
From the pale aſhy cheek is fled ; 
When wrinkles dire, and age ſevere, 
Make beauty fly we know not where; 
The fair whom Fates unkind diſarm, 
Have they for ever ceas'd to charm ? 
Or is there left ſome pleaſing art 
To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 
Unhappy love ! might lovers ſay, 
Beauty thy food does ſwift decay : 
When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What art thy famine can prevent ? 
Lay virtues in with early care, 
That love may live on wiſdom's fare. 
Tho? ecſtaſy with beauty flies, 
Eſteem is born when beauty dies, 
Happy to whom the Fates decree 
The gift of Heav'n in giving thee : 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy virtues ſhall delight his age. 
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HIL E crown'd with radiant charms divine, 
Unnumber'd beauties round thee ſhine ; 
When Erſkine leads her happy man, 
Ang Johnſtoun ſhakes the flutt'ring fan; 
| Gg When 
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When beauteous Pringle ſhines confeſt, 
And gently heaves her ſwelling breaſt, 
Her raptur'd partner (till at gaze, 
Purſuing thro' each winding maze ; 
Say, youth, and canſt thou keep ſecure 
Thy heart from conqu'ring beauty's pow 'r? 
Or, haſt thou not, how ſoon ! betray'd 
The too believing country maid ? 
Whoſe young and unexperienc'd years 
From thee no evil purpoſe fears ; 
And, yielding to love's gentle ſway, 
Knows not that lovers can betray. 
How fhall ſhe curſe deceiving men ? 
How ſhall ſhe e'er believe again? 

For me, my happier lot decrees 
The joys of love that canſtant pleaſe z 
A warm, benign, and gentle flame, 
That clearly burns, and ſtill the ſame z 
Unlike theſe fires that fools betray, 
That fiercely burn, but ſwift decay ; 
Which warring paſſions hourly raiſe, 

A ſhort and momentary blaze. 

My Hume, my beauteous Hume ! conſt ainy 
My heart in voluntary chains : 

Well pleas'd, for her my voice I raiſe ; 

For daily joys claim daily praiſe, 

Can I forſake the fair, compleat 

In all that's ſoft, and all that's ſweet ; 
When Heav'n has in her form combin'd 
The ſcatter'd graces of her kind ? 
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Has ſhe not all the charms that lye 
In Gordon's bluſh, and Lockhart's eye 3 
The down of lovely Haya's hair, 
Killochia's fhape, or Cockburn's air? 
Can time to love a period bring 
Of charms, for ever in their ſpring ? 
'Tis death alone the lover frees, 
Who loves ſo long as ſhe can pleaſes. 
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W LL ſung of old, in everlaſting ſtrains, 
Horace, ſweet lyriſt; while the Roman harp 

He ſtrung by Tyber's yellow bank, to charm 

Tuſcan Mecenas, thy well-judging ear ; 

How in life's journey, various wiſhes lead 

Thro' diff rent roads, to diff rent ends, the race 

Diverſe of human kind. The hero runs 

Careleſs of reſt, of ſultry Libyan heat 

Patient, and Ruſſian cold, to win renown; 

Mighty in arms, and warlike enterprize; 

Vain efforts ! the coquettiſh nymph till flies 

His ſwift purſuit, and jilts ambition's hope. 

At home, this man with eaſe and plenty bleſs'd 

The tow'ring dome delights ; and gardens fair, 


l And fruitful fields, with ſylvan honours crown'd, 
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stretch d out in wide extent; the gay machine 
Dear to the female race, the gilded coach, 
With liv'ry'd ſervants in retinue long, 
Adorn'd with ſplendent robes, the pompous traig 
Of pageantry and pride. His neighbour fits 
Immur'd at home, a miſer dire! nor dares 
To touch his ſtore, thro? dread of fancy'd want: 
Induſtrious of gain, he treaſures up 
Large heaps of wealth, to bleſs a ſpendthrift heir, 
That waſtes in riot, lux'ry, and miſ-rule, 
The purchaſe of his want; naught ſhall he reck 
His father's pine, when laviſh he ordains 
The feaſt in pillar'd hall, or ſunny bow'r, 
With luſt-inflaming wine, and wicked mirth 
Prolong'd to morning Hour, and guilty deed. 
Others again, the woods of Aſtery 
Love to inhabir, or where down the mount 
Sky-climbing Parnafſ”, her ſweet-ſounding wave 
Caſtalia pours, with potent virtues bleſs'd ; 
Pow'rful to charm the ear of furious wrath, 
To cloſe the eye of anguiſh, or to ſtrike 
The lifted dagger from defpairing breaſt. 
Such Addiſonz and ſuch, with laurel crown'd, 
Immortal Congreve ; ſuch the Muſes” grace, 
Mceonian Pope: nor do the Nine refuſe 
To rank with theſe, Ferguſian nightingale, 
Untaught with wood-notes wild, ſweet Allan hight ; 
Whether on the flow'r-bluſhing bank of Tweed, 
Or Clyde, or Tay's ſmooth-wynding ſtream, his Muſe 
Chooſe to reſide; or o'er the ſnowy hills 
Benlomon, 
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Benlomon, or proud Mormount, all the day, 
Clad in tartana, vary'd garb, ſhe roves, 
To hear of kings' and heroes' godlike deeds : 
Or, if delighted on the knee ſhe lyes 
Of lovely nymph, as happy lap-dog grac'd ; 
Intent to ſoothe the Scottiſh damſel's ear, 
Cochrane, or Hamilton; with pleaſing ſong 
Of him who ſad beneath the wither'd branch 
Sat of Traquair, complaining of his laſs ; 
Or the fond maid, that o'er the wat'ry brink 
Wept ſleepleſs night and day; ſtill wafting o'er 
Her flying love; from Aberdour's fair coaſt. 

Others again, by party rage inflam'd, 
Blindfolded zeal, and ſuperſtition dire, 
Offspring of ignorance, and cloyſter-born, 

With undiſtinguiſh'd violence, affault 
Both good and bad, . 

There is, who ſtudious of his ſhape and mein 
On dreſs alone employs his care to pleaſe, 
Aſpiring with his outward ſhow ; who, vain 
Of flaxen hair perfum'd, and 3 cane, 
Embroider'd veſt, and Ttockings ſilver- clock d, 
Walks thro' th' admiring train of ladies bright; 
Sole on himſelf intent; beſt liken'd to 
The painted inſect, that in ſummer's heat 
Flutters the gardens round, with gloſſy wing, 
Diſtin& with eyes; him oft the tender Miſs, 
Eſcap'd from ſampler and the boarding-ſchool, 
Purſues with weary foot, from flow'r to flow'r, 
Tulip, or lily bright, or ruby'd roſe; 

And 
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And often in the hollow of her hand 
Remains him captive, ſweet impriſonment. 
But ah! how vain the joys the beau can boaſt; 
A while he ſhines in tavern, viſit, dance, 
Unrival'd, clad in rich refulgent garb 
Lac'd or brocaded; till the merchant bold, 
With meſſenger conſpiring, mortal dire! 


Of merc'leſs heart, throw him in dungeon deep 


Recluſe from ladies : what avails him then 
The love of women ? or the many balls 

He made to pleaſe the fair? there mult he lys 
Remedileſs, if not by pity won 

Fair Cytherea, ſea-begotten dame, 

By ſpouſal gifts from footy Vulcan earn 
Fallacious key; as erſt, by love o'ercome, 
He forg'd celeſtial arms, to grace her ſon 
Anchiſes-born ; and in the botrow'd form 
Of longing widow, or of maiden aunt, 
(While fly Cyllenius, with opiate charm 

Of Ceres, the ſtill-watching Argus eyes 

Of keeper drench in ſleep profound), releaſe 
The captive knight from the inchanted dome. 


Thus others chuſe, their choice affects not me; 


For each his own delight, with ſecret force 
Magnetic, as with links of love, conſtrains. 
Behoves me then to ſay what bias rules 
My inclinations, ſince deſire of fame 
Provokes me not to win renown in arms, 
Nor at Pieria's ſilver ſpring to ſlake 


Th' inſatiate thirſt ; to write on the coy nymph 
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Love-labour'd ſonnet ; nor in well dreſs'd beau 
To pleaſe the lovely ſex : For me at Keith's 
Awaits a bowl, capacious for my cares; 
There will 1 drown them all, no daring thought 
Shall interrupt my mirth, while there I fit 
Surrounded with my friends; and envy not 
The pomp of needleſs grandgur,, inſolent. 
Nor ſhall alone the bowl of punch delight, 
Compounded fluid ! rich with juicy ſpoil 
Of fair Iberia's ſunny coaſt, combin'd 
With the auxiliar aid of rack or rum, 
Barbade, or Sumatra, or Goan-born ; 
The luſcious ſpirit of the cane, that in 
Fermenting cups with native element 
Of water mixt, pure limpid ſtream ! unite 
Their ſocial ſweets, For us, her ruddy ſoul 
The Latian grape ſhall bleed ; nor will thy hills 
Far-flowing Rhine with-hold their cluſt'ring vines, 
Haſte then! to friendſhip ſacred let us pour 
Th' exhilarating flood, while, as our hands 
In union knit, we plight our mutual hearts 
Cloſe as the loving pair, whom holy writ 
Renowns to future times, great Jonathan, 
And Jeſſe's fon : Now this delights my ſoul. 

There was a time we would not have refus'd 
Macdougal's lowly roof, the land of ale; 
Flowing with ale, as erſt is Canaan ſaid 
To flow with honey : there we often met, 
And quaff'd away our fpleen, while fits of mirth 
Frequent were heard: nor wagted amorops ſong, 
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Nor jocund dance; loud as in Eden town, 
Where the tir'd writer pens the livelong day, 
Summons and horning, or the ſpouſal band 
Of Strephon, and of Cloe lovely laſs : 
Spent with his toil when thirſty twilight falls, 
He hies him gladſome, to the well-known place 
Bull-cellar, or O Johnſtoun's*thine ! where fond 
Of drink, and knowledge, erſt philoſophers 
Have met : or Couts's dark eymmerian cell, 
Full many a fathom deep: from far he hears 
The ſocial clamoyr through the dome reſound; 
He ſpeeds amain to join the jovial throng. 
So we delighted once : The bowl meanwhile 
Walk'd ceaſeleſs ſtill the round, to ſome fair name 
Devoted ; thine Maria toaſted chief, 
Duty obſequious ! ! and thy looks benign 
Miſs'd not their due regard: Dundaſſea fair 
Claim'd next the kindred lay; nor didſt thou paſs, 
Conſtance, uncelebrated or unſung. 
Hail, ſacred three! hail, ſiſter minds! may Heav'n 
Pour down uncommon bleſſings on your heads. 

Thus did our younger years in pleaſing ſtream 
Flow inoffenſive ; friendſhip grac'd our days, 
And dream of loving miſtreſs bleſs'd our night. 
Now from theſe joys convey'd, (ſo Fate ordains) 
Thou wander'(t into foreign realms, from this 
Far, far ſejoin'd; no more with us to drain 
The ample bowl ; or, when in heav'n ſublime 
The monthly virgin, from full gather'd globe 
Pours down her amber ſtreams of light, till wide 
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The æther fame, with choral ſymphony 
Of voice, attemper'd to ſweet hautboy's breath, 
Mixt with the violin's ſilver ſound, below 
The window of ſome maid belov'd, ſhall ply 
The nightly ſerenade: To other joys 
Thou now mult turn, when on the pleaſing ſhore 
Of mild Heſperia, thou behold'ſt amaz'd, 
The venerable urns of ancient chiefs, 
Who ſtern in arms, and reſolute to dare 
in freedom's cauſe, have dy'd, or glorious liv'd : 
Camillus; Brutus, great from tyrant's blood; 
Coriolanus, famous in exile; 
Laurel'd Zamean Scipio, the ſcourge 
Of Punick race; or liberty's laſt hops, 
Self-murder'd Cato; conſecrate to fame 
They live for ever in the hearts of men, 
Far better monument, than coſtly tomb 
Of Egypt's kings; time with deſtructive hand, 
Shall moulder into duſt, the pil'd- up ſtone, 
With all its praiſes; ah ! how vain is fame! 
With virtue then immortalize thy life, 

But theſe, ſo potent Nature's will decrees, 
Delight not me, on other thoughts intent ; 
Not ſtudious at midnight lamp to pore 
The medal, learned coin ! where laurel wreathes 
The facred head of kings, or beauty bright 
Of kings ſweet paramour, the letter'd ſage 
Or prudent ſenator, by eating time 
Defac'd injurious ; the faithleſs truſt 
Of human greatneſs ! Nor do I incline 
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To pals the frith that parts from Gallia's reign 
My native coalt, ſollicitous to know 
What other lands impart : all my delights 
Are with my friends in merry hour, at Steel's 
Aſſembled, while unreſpited the glaſs 
Swift circles round the board, charg d with fair name 
Erſkine, or Pringle thine, until the ſun 
That, ſetting, warn'd us to the friendly cups 
Awake, and view our revels uncompleat. 
But if the Heavens diſpoſer of our fate, 
Force me, unwilling, ſhift my native land 
O! in whatever ſoil my weary feet 
Are doom'd to ſtray, O might I meet my friend 
Or, if the riſing ſun ſhall gild my ſteps 
On fruitful fields of Ind, Bengala's ſhore, 
Spice-bearing Tidor's iſle, or where at eve, 
Near weſtern Califurn, beneath the main 
He ſinks in gold ; or on vine-foſt'ring hills 
Of nearer Latium, purſe of Kings and Gods, 
O ! might 1 view thee on the flow'ry verge 
Of Tyber, ſtream renown'd in poets ſong ; : 
Or in the Roman ſtreets, with curious eye 
Studying the poliſh'd ſtone, or trophy'd arch 
Trajan, or Antonin; not long content 
With toil unprofitable. Thee I'd lead 
Well pleas'd to Horace' tomb, dear laughing bard } 
Where the Falernian vintage ſhould inſpire 
Sweet thoughts of paſt delight ; the goblet rough 
With ſculptur'd gold roſy from Chios' iſle, 
Should warm our hearts ſacred to Pringle's cheek 
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Sill glowing, and to ſweet Humeia's lip; 

To Drummond's eye, Maria's fnowy breaſt 

Soft-heaving, or to lovely Erſkine's ſmile ; 

While on the wounded glaſs the diamond's path 

Faithful, ſhall ſhow each fav'rite virgin's name; 

Not without verſe and various emblem grac'd : 

The Latian youth at merry revels met, 

In fancy ſhall admire the Scottiſh maid 

Bright as the ruddy virgin Roman-born ; 

Nor with their native dames refuſe to join 

Impartial, their health belov d: and world 

The Nine inſpire me equal to my choice, 

In lays ſuch as the Roman ſwan might ſing, 

Fair as Horatian Lydia ſhould my Hume 

For ever flouriſh, or Nzera bright, 

Of ſoft Tibullus* Muſe the lovely theme, 

Nor ſhould alone in melancholy ſtrains, 

Of cruel nymph, and conſtant vows refus'd, 

Gallus complain, when on the flinty rock, 

Or wailing near earth-diving Arethuſe, 

Sictlian ſtream, he made to woods his moan, 

Deſpairing of his loves : Maria's ſcorn 

Cloath'd in the ſtile of Mantua, ſhould ſhine 

As thine, Lycotis ! theme of future ſong 

Surviving as itſelf, Maria's ſcorn 

For ever I endure: Ah! hard return 

To warmth like mine : Nathleſs the mourning Muſe 

Muſt praiſe the maid ſtill beauteous in her eye, 

Crown'd with each lovely grace, and warm in bloom; 
Tho 
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Tho? ſullen to my ſuit, her ear be ſhut 
Againſt my vows, ungracious to my love. 
But this as time directs ; thy health demands 

The preſent care, and joys within our pow'r ; 
Nor ſhall we not be mindful of thy love, 
Met in our feſtivals of mirth : but when 

Thou to thy native Albion ſhalt return, 

From whate'er coaſt, or Ruſſia's northern bear, 
Inclement ſky ! or Italy the bleſt 

Indulgent land, the Muſes” beſt beloy'd ; 

Over a wondrous bowl of flowing punch 

We'll plight our hands a- new, at Don's, or Stecl's —— 
Who bears the double keys, of plenty fign ; 

Or at facetious Thom's, or Adamſon 

Who rears alone (what needs ſhe more ?) the vme, 
Emblem of potent joys ; her ſelf with looks 

Suaſive to drink, fills up the brimming glaſs, 
Well-pleas'd to ſee the ſprightly healths go round. 

Hail, and farewel ! may Heav'n defend thee ſafe ; 

And to thy natal ſhore and longing friends 

Reſtore thee, when thy deſtin'd toils are o'er, 
Toliſh'd with manners, and inrich d with arts. 
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Lady MARY MONGOM ERV. 


AY, thou with endleſs beauty crown'd, 
Of all the youth that ſigh around, 

Thy worſhippers, and anxious wait 
From thy bright eyes their future fate; 
Say, whom do moſt theſe eyes approve ? 
Whom does Mongomery chooſe to love? 

Not him, who ftrives to build a name, 
From ruins of another's fame : 
Who proud in ſelf-conceit throws down 
His neighbour's wit, to raiſe his own, 
Shou'd the vain man expect ſucceſs, 
The fool of compliment and dreſs ? 
Thy eyes undazzled can behold, 
The gaudy nothing deckt in gold. 
Thy wife diſcermnent ſoon deſcries, 
Where folly lurks in wit's diſguiſe; 
Trac'd through each ſhape in which 'tis ſcen, 
Through the grave look, the folemn mien; 
The proud man's front, the vain man's walk, 
The toplin's dreſs, the coxcomb's talk. 
A large eſtate, and little ſenſe, 
To charms like thine have no pretence. 
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Shalt thou, O inſolent! prevail? 
Heav'n never meant its goods for ſale: 
Beauty the pearl of price, is giv'n, 
Not bought, tis the free grace of Heav'n. 

The happy youth with arts refin'd, 
Simple of heart, of ſtedfaſt mind: 
Whom thirſt of gain, could never draw 
To treſpaſs friendſhip's ſacred law: 
Whoſe ſoul the charms of ſenſe inſpire ; 
Who loves, where reaſon bids admire : 
Cautious to ſhun, with wiſe diſdain, 
The proud, the airy, and the vain. 
Him whom theſe virtues ſhall adorn, 
Thou, fair Mongomery, wilt not ſcorn: 
Of all the gifts of Heav'n poſſeſt, 
To him thou yield'ſt thy willing breaſt ; 
For him the bluſh, with modeſt grace, 
Glows roſy, o'er thy blooming face : 
For him thy panting boſom ſwells, 
And on thy lips fuch ſweetneſs dwells, 
Crown'd with ſuèceſs, the happy boy 
Shall revel in exceſs of joy: 
While in thy preſence, heav'n appears 
In ſweets laid up for many years. 
The beau and witling then ſhall fly, 
The fop in ſecret corner ſigh; ö 
Condemn'd to cry in love's deſpair, 
Ah! why ſo wiſe who was ſo fair? 

Did thy example, beauteous maid, 
The reſt of womankind perſuade ; 
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Nor injur'd merit would complain, 
That it may love, and love in vain : 
Nor flatt'ry falſe, and impudence, 
Uſurp the room of baſhful ſenſe ; 
No more at midnight ball appear, 
To gain on beauty's liſt'ning ear. 
Beauty would hear the vows of truth ; 
Nor loye would ſpeak with folly's mouth, 

Yet ſome there are, the better few, 
Wiſe thy example to purſue; 
Who rich in ſtore of native charms, 
Employ no artiſicial arms. 
Such heay'nly * Charlotte, form divine 
Love's univerſal kingdom's thine, 
Anointed Queen; all unconſin d, 
Thine is the homage of mankind : 
Thy ſubjects, willing to obey, 
Bleſs thy mild rule, and gentle ſway ; 
With loyal mind each zealous pays 
His tribute duteous to thy praiſe. 
Yet nought to greatneſs doſt thou owe; 
Thy merit from thy ſelf does flow; 
Alike our wonder and our theme, 
In beauty as in place ſupreme, 
Such thy fair ſiſter, fram'd to pleaſe, 
Of aſpect gay, and graceful eaſe. 
Pure flows her wit, and unreſtrain'd ; 


By envy, and by hate unſtain'd : 


* Lady Charlotte Hamilton. 
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Not as the ruſhing torrent pours, 
Increas'd by ſnows, and wint Ty ſhow'rs ; 
Involving in its furious ſway, 
The lab'ring hinds, a helpleſs prey; 
Now wide o'er{preads the wat'ry ſcene, 
And now decreas'd, no more is ſeen : 
But as a conſtant river leads 

Its winding ſtream thro' purple meads; 
That thro” the bluſhing landſcape roll'd, 
Reflects the bord'ring flow'rs in gold; 
And, born along with gentle force, 
Diſtributes wealth thro? all its courſe ; 
Nor does the faithful ſpring deny 

The alimental juſt ſupply. 

Thou * Douglas too, in whom combine 

A ſpirit and a noble line; 

Engaging books, that mild inſpire, 
Fond delight, and young deſire ; 
All-winning ſweetneſs, void of pride, 
Thou haſt no faults for art to hide. 
Maria ſuch, whoſe op'ning bloom 
Foreſhews the pregnant fruits to come, 
O bleſt! for whom the ſeaſons' flight 
Ripens that harveſt of delight; 

To whom, the autumn ſhall reſign, 
To preſs the rich luxuriant vine, 
Unwounded who can thee eſpy, 

Maid of the black and piercing eye? 


Lady Jane Douglas. 
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Too raſhly bold, we take the field 
Againſt thy ſhafts with wiſdom's ſhield : 
Pierc'd helpleſs in our guarded fide, 
We fall the victims of our pride. 

Nor Erſkine leſs the ſong demands, 
Not leaſt in beauty's blooming bands, 
Erſkine, peculiar care of Heav'n, 

To whom the pow'r of ſound is giv'n 
Artiſt divine ! to her belong 

The heav'nly lay, and magic ſong : 
How do we gaze with vaſt delight 
Her fingers ſwift harmonious flight, 
When o'er th' obedient keys they fly, 
To waken ſleeping harmony? 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks the joy of all, 
Soft the ſilver accents fall: 

Whene'er ſhe looks, in ſtill amaze, 
The eyes of all enamour'd gaze : 
Each word ſteals gently on the ear; 
Tis heav'n to ſee, tis heav'n to hear. 

In everlaſting bluſhes ſeen, 

Such Pringle ſhines of ſprightly mein : 
To her the pow'r of love imparts, 

Rich pift ! the ſoft ſucceſsful arts, 
That beſt the lovers” fires provoke, 
The lively ſtep, the mirthful joke, 

The ſpeaking glance, the am'rous wile, 
The ſportful laugh, the winning ſmile ; 
Her ſoul, awak'ning ev'ry grace, 

Is all abroad upon her face; : 
Ii In 
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In bloom of youth till to ſurvive, 
All charms are there, and all alive. 
Fair is the lily, ſweet the roſe, 
That in thy cheek, O Drummond ! glows ; 
Pure is the ſnow's ugſully'd white . 
That clothes thy boſom's ſwelling height, 
Majeſtic looks her ſoul expreſs, 
That awe us from deſit d acceſs ; 
Till ſweetneſs ſoon rebuke the fear, 
And bid the trembling youth draw near, 
See, how ſyblime ſhe does advance, 
And ſeems already in the dance ; 
Exalted how ſhe moves along, 
Ten thouſand thouſand graces ſtrong ! 
Such Marchmont's daughter, unreproy'd, 
The maid by men of ſenſe belov'd ; 
Who knows with modeſty to ſcorn 
The titles that may fools adorn : 
She claims no merit from her blood, 
Her greateſt honour to be good: 
Heedleſs of pomp, with open heart 
Well has ſhe choſe the better part. 
Such Hamulla's looks divine, 
Earth's wonder, Tinnegham, and thine ! 
Her ſoul all tenderneſs and love, 
Gentle as the harmleſs dove : 
Who artleſs, charms without deſign, 
She ! of the modeſt look benign, 
Eliza young in beauty bright, 
Tho? new to ev'ry ſoft delight, 
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Yet ſoon her conqueſts ſhall extend, 
Soon ſhall the ſprightly maid aſcend 
The rival of each kindred name, 
And triumph to her mother's fame. 
Full in the pleaſing liſt appears 
Robertoun, in prime of years; 
With ſkill ſhe does her ſmiles beſtow, 
For Pallas bends her Cupid's bow: 
Wiſely ſhe ſhuns to entertain 
The deſigning, and the vain 
To theſe tis all forbidden ground, 
Prudence, a cherub guards her round, 
With flaming ſword fools to expel ; 
In paradiſe fools muſt not dwell. 

Strike again the golden lyre, 
Let Hume the notes of joy inſpire 
O lovely Hume ! repeat again 
My lyre the ever-pleafing ſtrain. 
Dear to the muſe, the muſe approves 
Each charm, the muſe the virgin loves: 
The muſe preſerves in laſting lays, 
The records of ſoft beauties praiſe ; 
In vain would triumph beauties eye, 
Unſung theſe triumphs ſoon would die; 
Fate overcomes the fair and ſtrong, 
But has no pow'r o'er ſacred ſong ; 
Verſe the dying name can ſave, 
And make it live beyond the grave. 
Thus Hume ſhall unborn hearts engage; 
Her ſmile ſhall warm another age ; Fo 
er 
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Her race of mortal glory paſt, 

Th' immortal fame ſhall ever laſt ; 
Laſt ſhall the look that won my heart, 
The pleaſing look ſincere of art. 

O!] pow'rful of perſuaſive face, 
Adorn'd and perfected in grace; 
What joys await, joys in exceſs, 

The youth whom thou deereeſt to bleſs; 
Ordain d thy yielding breaſt to move, 
Thy breaſt yet innocent of love? 

But who is ſhe, the gen'ral gaze 
Of ſighing crowds, the world's amaze, 
Who looks forth as the bluſhing morn 
On mountains of the eaſt new born ? 
Is it not Cochrane fair? Tis ſhe 
The youngeſt grace of graces three. 
The eldeſt fell to death a prey, 

Ah! ſnatch'd in early flow'r away; 
The ſecond, manifold of charms, 
Bleſſes a happy huſband's arms; 

The third a blooming form remains; 
O'er all, the blameleſs victor reigns : 
Where'er ſhe gracious deigns to move, 
The publick praiſe, the publick love. 

Superior theſe ſhall ſtill remain, 
The lover's wiſh, the poet's ſtrain; 
Their beauties ſhall all hearts engage, 
Victonous over ſpight and age: 

Like thee Mongomery ſhall they ſhine, 


And charm the world with arts like thine. 
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PART of the XIth EP ISTLE 
OF THE 
FIRST Book of HO R A C E 


[IMITAT Ep.! 


W HEN thro' the world Fate led the deſtin'd way, 
| Tell me, my Mitchell, in the broad ſurvey, 
What country pleas'd thy roving fancy molt ? 
Say, waſt thou ſmit with Baia's ſunny coalt ? 
Or wiſht thou rather weary to repoſe 
In ſome cool vale where peaceful Arno flows ? 
Or in Ombroſa dream the lonely hour, 
Where high arch'd hills th* Etrurian ſhades imbow'r ; 
Where plenty pours her golden gifts in vain, 
That dubious ſwell far Carlos or Lorrain ? 
Or charm'd thee more the happy viny plains, 
And lofty tow'rs, where mighty Lows reigns ? 
Say, is it true what trayellers report 
Of glories ſhining in the Gallick court? 
Or, do they all, tho' e'er fo pompous, yield 
To the thatch'd cottage in thy native field ? 

But hark, methinks I hear thee anxious ſay 
That thou at Paleſtine wouldſt chooſe to ſtay. 

Yes, 


1 
Yes, Paleſtine ; I know the place full well, 
Where holy dotards riot in each cell, 
The hapleſs peaſant pines with want and ſorrow; 
And all unpeopled as a royal burrow : 
Yet there for ever would thy friend remain, 
Rather than change once more the frantick ſcene, 5 
And diſtant hear the rollings of the main; 
Unenvy d, calm, enjoy a peaceful lot, 
My friends rememb'ring, nor by them forgot. 
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UT, were I not, before the fav'ring gale, 
Making to port, and crowding all my fail, 
Perhaps I might the garden's glories ſing, 
The double roſes of the Pæſtan ſpring ; 
How Endive drinks the rill, and how are ſees 
Moiſt banks with Celeri for ever green ; 
How, twiſted in the matted herbage, lyes 
The bellying cucumber's enormous ſize; 
What flow'rs Narciſſus late, how nature weaves 
The yielding texture of Acanthus' leaves: 
Of Ivy pale the culture next explore, 
And whence the lover-myrtle courts the ſhore. 
For I remember, where Galeſus yields 
Bis humid moiſture to the yellow fields, p 
An 
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And high Oebalia's tow'rs o'erlook the plain, 
I knew in youth an old Corycian ſwain; 
A few and barren acres were his ſhare, 
Left and abandon d to the good man's care; 
Nor theſe indulg'd the graffy lawn, to feed 
The fat'ning bullock, nor the bounding ſteed, 
Nor gave to cattle browze, nor food to kine, 
Bacchus averſe refus'd the mantling vine. 
What happy nature to his lands deny'd, 
An honeſt, painful induſtry ſupply'd ; 
For, truſting pot-herbs to his buſhy ground, 
For bees, fair candid lilies flouriſh'd round, | 
Vervain for health, for bread he poppies plants, jj 
With theſe he ſatisfy'd all nature's wants; 9 
And late returning home from wholeſome toil, {if 
Enjoy'd the frugal bounty of the ſoil, i 
His mind was royal in a low eſtate, 3 9 
And dignify'd the meanneſs of his fate. 
He firſt in ſpring was ſeen to crop the roſe, 1 
in autumn firſt t' unload the bending boughs z 1 
For ev'ry bud the early year beſtow d, \ lf 
A red'ning apple on the branches glow'd. 
Ev'n in the midſt of winter's rigid reign, li 
When ſnow and froſt had whiten'd o'er the plain, 0 
When cold had ſplit the rocks, and ſtript the woods, 7 k 
And ſhackled up the mighty running floods, [i 
He then, amicipating ſummer's. hopes, 
The tendrils of the ſoft acanthus crops 3 
[His induſtry awak'd the lazy ſpring, 
d ud baſten'd on the Zephyr's loit'ring wing. 
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For this with pregnant bees he chief was known 
T” abound : the balmy harveſt all his own. 
Succeſſive ſwarms reward his faithful toil; 
None preſs d from richer combs the liquid ſpoil. 
He crown'd his rural orchard's plain deſign, 
With flow'ring lime-trees, and a wealth of pine. 
He knew, in graceful order, to diſpoſe 
Large-body'd elms, tranſplanted into rows. 
Hard pear-trees flouriſh'd near his ruſtic dome, 
And thorns already purple with the plumb ; 
Broad planes aroſe to form an ample bow'r, 
Where mirth's gay ſons refreſh'd the ſultry hour, 
But I this grateful ſubje& muſt diſcard, 
The pleaſing labour of ſome future bard, 


SAS AS ASA SAAB ASA AS 
The RHONE and the ARAR. 


WO rivers in fam'd Gallia's bounds are known, 
The gentle Arar, and the rapid Rhone; 
Thro' pleaſing banks, where love · ſick ſhepherds dream, 
Mild Arar ſoftly ſteals her ling'ring ſtream : 
Her wave fo ſtill, th' exploring eye deceives, 
That ſees not if it comes, or if it leaves : 
With filver graces ever dimpled o'er, 
Reflects each flow'r, and ſmiles on ev'ry ſhore; 
Each youth with joy th' inchanting ſcene ſurveys, 
And thinks for him the amorous ſtream delays ; 
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While the fly nymph above unſeen to flow, 
To her own purpoſe true, ſteals calm below. 
More rapid rolls the Rhone, tumultuous flood, 
All raging unwith-held, and unwithſtood ; 
In vain or fertile fields invite its ſtay, 
In vain or rougheſt rocks oppoſe its way ; 
It bounds o'er all, and, inſolent t force, 
Still hurries headlong on, a downward courſe, 


Sometimes, tis true, we ſnatch with painful fight; 


Acroſs the working foam a moment's light ; 
The momentary viſion fnatch'd again, 

The troubled river boils and froths amain, 

To which of theſe, alas ! ſhall I confide ? 

Say, ſhall I plunge in Rhone's impetuous tide, 
And by the various eddies roll'd about, 

Juſt as the whirlpools guide, ſuck'd in, caſt out! 
Till, thro' a thouſand giddy circles toſt, 

In the broad ocean's boundleſs floods I'm loſt ? 
Or, tell me, friend, —leſs vent'rous, ſhall 1 lave 
My glowing limbs in Arar's gentle wave? 

In whoſe fair boſom beauteous proſpects riſe, 
The earth in verdure, and in ſmiles the ſkies : 
With thoughtleſs rapture ev'ry charm explore, 
Heav'd by no breeze, or wafted to no ſhore : 
Till truſting ered'lous to the falſe ſerene, 

| figk to ruin in the pleaſing ſcene, 
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T WoO toaſts at ev'ry publick place are ſeen, Till 
God-like Elizabeth, and gentle Jean : I co1 
Mild Jeany ſmiles at ev'ry word you ſay, 
Seems pleas'd herſelf, and ſends you pleas'd away. XY 


Her face ſo wondrous fair, ſo ſoft her hands, 

We're tempted oft to think—ſhe underſtands : 

Each fop with joy the kind endeavour ſees, - 
And thinks for him the anxious care to pleaſe : 

But the ſly nymph has motives of her on, 

Her lips are open'd, and —her teeth are ſhown, 

Beſs blunders out with ev'ry thing aloud, 

And rattles unwith- held and unwithſtood : A | 
In vain the ſighing ſwain implores a truce, 


Nor can his wit one moment's pauſe produce ; . 
She bounds o'er all, and conſcious of her force, 
Still pours along the torrent of diſcourſe. ws 


Sometimes, tis true, juſt as her breath ſhe draws, 
With watchful eye we catch one moment's pauſe : 

1 Then 
But when that inſtantaneous moment's o'er, 
She rattles on inceſſant as before. 
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ro which of theſe two wonders of the town, 
Say, ſhall I truſt, to ſpend an afternoon ? 
If Betty's drawing-room ſhould be my choice, 
Intoxicate with wit, ſtruck down with noiſe, 
Pleas'd, and diſpleas'd, I quit the Bedlam ſcene, 
And joyful hail my peace of mind again: 
But if to gentle Jeany's I repair, 
Regal'd on ſyllabub, and fed on air, 
With ſtudy'd rapture yawning I commend, 
Mov'd by no cauſe, directed to no end, 
Till half aſleep, tho? flatter'd, not content, 
I come away as joyleſs as I went, 
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To a Lady who ridiculed the Author's Loves. 


I. 
Female friend advis'd a ſwain 
Whoſe heart ſhe wiſh'd at eaſe, 
Make love thy pleaſure, not thy pain, 
Nor let it deeply ſeize, 
II. 
Beauty, where vanities abound, 
No ſerious paſſion claims: 
Then, till a phoenix can be found, 
Do not admit the flames. 
III. But 
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But griev'd, ſhe finds all his replies 
(Since prepoſſeſs'd when young) 
Take all their hints from Silvia's eyes, 


None from Ardelia's tongue. 

| Iv. 

Thus, Cupid, all their aim they miſs, 
Who wou'd unbend thy bow ; 

And each ſlight-nymph a phcenix is, 
If thou would'ſt have it ſo. 
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On a Lion enraged at ſeeing a Lad in the Highland Dreſs. 


ALM and ſerene th' imperial lion lay 
Mildly indulging in the ſolar ray, 

On vulgar mortals with indiff rence gaz d, 
All unconcern'd, nor angry, nor amaz'd; 
But when the Caledonian lad appear'd, 
Sudden alarm'd, his manly mane he rear'd, 
Prepar'd in fierce encounter to engage 
The only object worthy of his rage. 
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After the Manner of the French dramatick Rhyme of 
RACINE. 


EIPHARES ARBAFTSES 


X1IPHARES. 


IS true, Arbates ! what all tongues relate, 
Rome triumphs, and my father yields to fate : 
He whoſe wide empire ſtretch'd from ſhore to ſhore, 
The mighty Mithridates is no more, 
Pompey, wide-ſcatt'ring terror and affright, 
Surpriz'd his prudence in the ſhades of night ; 
Thro' all his camp a ſudden ruin ſpread, 
And heap'd it round with mauntains of the dead: 
On broad Euphrgtes' bank the monarch lyes 
His diadem is fall'n the victor's prize. 
Thus he whom Aſia forty years beheld 
Still riſing nobler from each well-fought field, 
Who bold aveng'd, high-rais'd on valour's wings, 
The common cauſe of empire and of kings, 
Dies, and behind him leaves, by fortune croſt, 
Two ſons, alas! in mutual diſcords loſt, 
AR BAT ES. 


( 254 ) 
ARBATES. 
How, Prince! ſo ſoon does fell ambition move 
To break the union of fraternal love? 
X 1PHARES. 
Far, far ſuch guilt be from Xiphares breaſt, 
Far ſuch ambition, which the good deteſt ; 
Nor glory ſhines ſo tempting in my eye, 
Nor rate I empire at a price ſo high ; 
True to the kindred honours of my name, 
I recognize a brother's juſter claim ; 
Nor further does my higheſt wiſh aſpire, 
Than thoſe fair kingdoms left me by my fire ; 
The reſt without regret I ſee become 
His valour's purchaſe, or the gift of Rome, 
ARBATES. 


The gift of Rome, ſay'ſt ? can Pharnaces owe? 


Can Mithridates' ſon —— 

X1PHARES. 

Arbates, know, 

In vain Pharnaces veils himſelf in art, 
Long ſince become all Roman at the heart; 
Loſt to his father's glories, and his own, 
He longs to mount a tributary throne : 
Whilſt 1, more deſp'rate from my father's fate, 
Nouriſh within my breaſt immortal hate, 
But yet, not all the rage that hatred breeds, 
Not all the jealouſies ambition feeds, 
Not all the glories Pontus' realms can boaſt, 
Not theſe divide our wretched boſoms molt, 


( 255 ) 
ARBATES, 
What nearer care Xiphares? fear alarms ? 
X1PHARES, 
Then hear aſtoniſh'd, friend! Monimia's charms, 
Whom late our father honour'd with his vows, 
And now Pharnaces with bold zeal purſues. 
ARBATES, | 


Monimia ! 
X1PHARES, 

I love, nor longer will conceal 
A flame which truth and honour bid reveal ; 
Nor duty further binds my tongue, ſince here 
I now no rival but a brother fear : l 
Nor is this flame the paſſion of a day, | 
A ſudden blaze that haſtens to decay ; | 
Long in my breaſt I pent the rifing groan, 
Told it in ſecret to my heart alone : 
O could I faithful to its rage, expreſs 
Its firſt uneaſineſs, my laſt diſtreſs ! 
But loſe not now the moments to diſcloſe 0 
The long long ſtory of my am'rous woes. i 
Suffice it thee to know, that ere my fire 
Beheld this beauteous object of deſire, | 
I ſaw and felt the charmer in my heart, 
And holy paſhon dignify'd the dart. | 
My father ſaw her too; nor ſought to move | 
With vows that ſhe and virtue could approve 
Haughty of ſov'reign rule, he hop'd to find 
An eaſy conqueſt o'er a wdman's mind: i 
But when he ſound in honour reſolute, | 
She ſcorn'd indignant his imperious ſuit, | 


'T was 


( 256 ) 
Twas then he ſent in Hymen's ſacred name 
His diadem, the-pledge of purer flame, 
Judge then, my friend ! what agonizing ſmart, 
Tore up my ſenſes, and transfix'd my heart, 
When firſt from fame the dreadful tale 1 heard, 
The fair Monimia to his throne preferr'd, 
And that Arbates with his beauteous prey 
Shap'd for Nymphea's walls the deſtin d way. 
Twas then, the more to aggravate my dogmy 
My mother liſten'd to the arts of Rome: 
Whether by her great zeal fgr me miſ- led, 
Or ſtung with rage for her deſerted bed, 
Betray'd to Pompey (impotent of mind) 
The fort and treaſures to her charge conſign'd, 
How dreadful did my mother's guilt appear ! 
Soon as the fatal tidings reach'd my ear, 
No more I ſaw my rival in my fire, 
My duty triumph'd o'er my fond deſire; 
Alone in the unhappy man ſurvey'd 
The father injur'd, and the king betray'd : 
My mother_ſaw me, prodigal of breath, 
In ev'ry field encounter ev'ry death ; 
Keen to redeem the honours of my nanfe, 
Repair her wrongs, and diſavow her ſhame, 
Then the broad Euxine own'd my father's ſway, 
I made the raging Helleſpont obey ; 
His happy veſſels flew without controul, 
Wherever winds could waft, or oceans roll. 
My filial duty had attempted more, 
Ev'n hop'd his reſcue on Euphrates ſhore ; 


Sndden 


(WF) 
Sudden I heard, amid the martial ſtrife, 
A hoſtile arm had cut his thread of life, 
"Twas then, I own, amid my various woes, 
Monimia dear to my remembrance roſe : 
] fear'd the furious king, the dire exceſs © 
Of am'rous rage, and jealous tenderneſs : 
Hither I flew, ſome milchief to prevent, 
With all the ſpeed preſaging paſſion lent : 
Nor leſs my fears ſiniſter omens drew, 
When in theſe walls Pharnaces {truck my view. 
Pharnaces, ſtill impetuous, haughty, bold, 
Raſh in deſign, in action uncontroul'd, 
Sollicits the fair queen, again renews 
His interrupted hopes, and former vows, 
Confirms his father's death, and longs to move 
Her gentle boſom to more equal love. 
I own indeed, whilſt Mithridates reign'd, 
My love was by parental law reſtrain'd, 
Rever'd ſubmiſſive his ſuperior pow'r, 
Who claim'd my duty from my natal hour; 
Enfranchis'd by his death, it ſcorns to yield 
To any other's hopes ſo dear a field, 
Either Monimia adverſe to my claim, 
Rejects, ah Heav'n forbid ! my tender claim; 
Or—but whatever danger's to be run, 
'Tis by my death alone the prize 1s won. 
'Tis thine to chooſe, which of the two to ſave, 
Thy royal maſter's ſon, or Pompey's ſlave. 
Proud of the Romans who eſpouſe his cauſe, 


Pharpaces proudly thinks to dictate laws; 
LI 


But 


( 258 ) 

But let him know, that here that very hour 

My father dy'd, I knew no rival pow * 

The realms of Pontus own his ſov'reign ſway, 

Him Colchus and its provinces obey, 

And Colchus' princes ever did maintain 

The Boſphorus a part of their domain. 
ARBATES. 

My Lord, what pow'r I boaſt you juſtly claim, 

My duty and affection are the ſame; 

Arbates has but one plain point in view, 

To honour and his royal maſter true: 

Had Mithridates reign'd, nor force nor art 

Had e'er ſeduc'd this faithful loyal heart ; 

Now by his death releas'd, my duteous care, 

His royal will declar'd, awaits his heir : 

The ſelf-ſame zeal I to your ſuccour bring, 

With which 1 ſerv'd your father, and my king. 

Had Heav'n Pharnaces' impious purpoſe m 

I the firſt victim of his rage had bled; 


Thoſe walls ſo long his entrance which withſtood, 


Ere this had redden'd with my odious blood. 
Go, to the blooming queen your ſuit approve, 
And mould her gentle boſom to your love ; 
Affianc'd in my faith, diſmiſs your fear; 
Either Arbates has no credit here, 

Or elſe Pharnaces, by my arts o'ercome, 
Elſewhere ſhall boaſt him of the aids of Rome, 
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On Mr. B AI L LI E of JERVISWOOD: 


HE pious parents rais'd this hallow'd place 
A monument for them, and for their race. 
Deſcendants, be it your ſucceſhve cares, 
That no degen tate duſt e er mix with their's, 


„ 26 
On Mr. BASIL HAMILTON; 


T S verſe, O gentle Hamilton ! be thine, 
Each ſofter grace; below thy darling ſhrine, 

Nature to thee, did her beſt gifts impart, 

The mildeſt manners, and the warmeſt heart; 

Honour erected in thy breaſt its throne, 

And kind humanity was all thy own; 


Fr 
ST 4A Rs 


Do Es great and ſplendid villainy allure ? 
=" Go ſearch in W——'s trial for a cure: 
Bleſt with enough, would'ſ thou increaſe it ſtill ? 
Examine Ch—'s life, and s will, 
N would 


I 26 ) 
Would thou be bappy? then theſe rules receive; 
Read this verſe gratis, and thy ſoul ſhall live, 
Learn from this man, who now lies five feet deep, 
To drink when doubting, and when tempted ſleep : 
This led him ſafe thro' life's tempeſtuous ſteerage, 
Poor by no place, ignoble by no peerage ; 
An eaſy mind, by no entails devis'd ; 
An humble virtue, by no Kings excis'd : 
Stated no law caſe, and no critic quoted; 
Spoke what he thought; and never ſwore, nor voted; 
Courts he abhorr'd, their errors, their abuſes, 
St. James, Verſailles ; all, all, but Sancta Crucis * : 
There where no ſtateſtnan buys, no biſhop ſells ; 
A virtuous palace, where no monarch dwells. 
With kind Bargany, faithful to his word, 
Whom Heav'n made good, and ſocial, tho' a Lord; 
The cities view'd of many-languag'd men, 
Popes, pimps, kings, gamelters ; and ſaw all was vain. 
Enjoy'd, what Hopetoun's groves could never yield, 
The philoſophic rapture of the field ! 
Nor aſſc d, nor fear'd. His life, and humble lays, 
No critics envy, and no flatt'rers praiſe, 
Sure thoſe who know how hard to write, and live, 
Would judge with candor, pity and forgive. 
Known but to few, as if he ne'er had been, 
He ſtole thro? life unheeded, and unſeen. 
He often err'd, but broke no ſocial duty; 
Unbrib'd by ſtateſmen, and unhurt by beauty. 


* Holyrood- houſe, 
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P'S ALM LY; 
[IMITATED«] 


'F HRICE happy he ! whom thy paternal love 
Allows to tread the radiant courts above, 
To range the climes where pure enjoyments grow, 
Where bleſſings ſpring, and endleſs pleaſures flow: 
Awful in majeſty, thy glories ſhine, 

Thy mercy ſpeaks its Author all divine, 

Thy tender and amazing care is own'd, 
Where-e'er old ocean walks his wavy round ; 
Thoſe that explore the terrors of the main, 
Embroil'd with ſtorms, in ſearch of paltry gain, 
Where tides encounter with tumultuous roar, 
Derive their ſafety from thy boundleſs pow'r : 
Within their ſtared mounds thy nod contains 


The lawleſs waves, where headlong tumult reigns ; 
At thy deſpotic call the rebels ceaſe, 


Sink to a ſmiling calm, —and all is peace. 
Thoſe that inhabit earth's remoteſt bound, 
Trembling ſurvey thy terrors all around, 
When kindling meteors redden in the air, 
And ſhake thy judgments from their ſanguine hair; 
At thy command fair bluſhes lead the day, 

And orient pearls glow from each tender ſpray, 
Night with her ſolemn gloom adores a God, 
And ſpreads her {able horrors at his nod, 


( 
Whole nature chearful owns her Maker's voice, 
Each creature ſmiles, and all his works rejoice. 
Thy bounty ſtreams in ſoft deſcending ſhow'rs, 
And wakens into bloom the drooping flow'rs ; 
Pregnant on high thy cloudy cifterns move, 
And pour their penial treaſures from above ; 
Earth ſmiles, array'd in all her youthful charms. 
Her flow'ry infants ope their bluſhing arms, 
And kindling life each vernal bloſſom warms. 
Thus the glad year with circling mercies crown'd, 
Enjoys thy goodneſs in an endleſs round. 
Whene'er thou ſmil'ſt, freſh beauties paint the earth, 
And flow'rs awaken'd vegetate to birth, 
The dreary wilds, where no delights are found, 
Where never ſpring adorn'd the ſterile ground, 
At thy command a pompous dreſs aſſume, 
Fair roſes glow, and op'ning lilies bloom: 
Here verdant hills ariſe on ev'ry ſide, 
And ſhoot their tops aloft with conſcious pride; 
There lowing herds adorn the fertile ſoil, 
And crown with fleecy wool the ſhepherd's toil ; 
While tender lambs their infant voices raiſe, 
And ſweetly bleat th' Almighty Giver's praiſe, 
Here loaded vallies ſmile with waving corn, 
And golden proſpects ev'ry field adorn ; 
They ſhout for joy, and lowly bending ſing, 
With ſweet harmonious notes, their gracious King. 
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